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MARY OF BURGUNDY;

THE REVOLT OF GHENT.

CHAPTER'L

AvtHOoUuGH other matters of .some moment
might claim attention in this place, we will not
interrupt the course of our narrative, but will
follow on, throughout her journey, the fair
fugitive from the city of Ghent; as far, at
least, as that journey was permitted to proceed
uninterrupted. Co
The boat glided along over the calm dull
bosom of the Scheldt, with hardly any noise,
except the occasional dip of the oar in the
water, and the slight creaking of the gunnel
as the rower plied his stroke. As every one
YOL, IIt. B
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knows, the river which, a little distance further
down its stream, assumes so much importance
as to be the object of intrigue, negotiation, and
even war to rival nations, presents no very
imposing aspect in the neighbourhood of
Ghent ; but so gloomy was the moonless sky,
and so dense was the heavy fog that hung over
the waters, that from the moment the boat
had pushed off from the quay both banks be-
came quite invisible. The deep, misty ob-
scurity of the atmosphere, and the profound
darkness of the night, might have been a
cause of terror to Alice of Imbercourt under
any other circumstances; but now all appre-
hensions of danger from the want of light, and
the difficulties of the navigation, were swallowed
up in the fear of being overtaken or impeded
in her escape; and the impenetrable veil which
seemed to cover all things around her she
looked upon as a blessing, in the hope that it
would also conceal herself. The darkness,
however, which gave this feeling of security
did not continue so uninterrupted as to leave

her entirely without alarm. Now and then,
4..



THE REVOLT OF GHENT. 3

as the boat shot past some of the warehouses,
or the quays, where the larger craft were
moored, an indistinct dim line of light would
break across the mist from lamp or lantern,
hung up to show the late watcher the objects
of his toil or of his anxiety; and the heart of
poor Alice would beat quick with fear, lest the
skiff, or those it contained, should attract the
eye of any of the eager and wary citizens. Butall
this was soon past ; the boatman rowed strongly
and well: the slow current with which they
were proceeding was not powerful enough to
afford much assistance to his exertions, but
still the boat skimmed swiftly along the waters,
and ere long the last bridge was past. Be-
yond it there extended along the banks a
short suburb, terminated by scattered houses
belonging to cowfeeders and gardeners, and
forming a sort of brief connecting link between
the wide open country and the fortified city ;
and further on, again, came the rich fields and
meadows in the immediate vicinity of the town,
blending gradually inte the thick woods that
B2
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reflecting, here and there, the faint lines of light
which it caught from the sky, and which served
to mark its track, till it was lost in the sombre
shadows of the trees. An indefinite feeling of
dread passed through the bosom of Alice of Im-
bercourt as the boat cut its way on towards the
dark and gloomy wilderness which the forest
seemed to present at that hour of the night.
She believed, indeed, that she had no cause for
fear; and her own peculiar plans absolutely re-
quired that she should banish all timidity of the
kind that she now felt. Some enquiry, how-
ever, was necessary, in order to guide her
further movements ; and, as her apprehensions
of pursuit had by this time vanished, she ad-
dressed a few words to the boatman, to lead him
into conversation regarding the part of the
country at which they had now arrived.

 Those seem very dark and extensive
woods,” she said; ‘“do we pass through
them?”

“Yes, noble lady,” replied the man, and
struck on with more vigour than before, as if
he considered the time occupied by the three
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words he spoke as lost to all profitable em-
ployment.

¢ Are they safe to travel at night?” de-
manded the young lady again.

¢ No, noble lady,” was all the reply she
received.

4 But do you mean that it is dangerous
to pass through them in a boat ?” said Alice.

1 cannot tell, madam,” replied the man;
but still he rowed on, and the page — laughing
with the thoughtless glee of youth — whispered
that the attempt was vain to make silent Martin
give them any information, as he had never
been known to speak ten words to an end in
his life. By this time they were within the
limits of the forest, and nothing surrounded
them on every side but the trees dipping down
their branches over the water. Alice, howaver,
ventured one more question, to which the
answer she received, though as short, was more
satisfactory than those the boatman had for-
merly given.

¢ How far does the wood extend?” she de-

‘manded.
B 4
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“ Three quarters of a league, noble lady,”
replied the boatman, and again plied his oar in
silence.

‘Whether Alice’s voice, and his reply, had
called attention, or whether the stroke of the
oars itself could be heard at the banks,
cannot be determined; but he had scarcely
answered, when a slight plash was heard from
behind a little projection of  the- shore, on
which an old oak had planted itself, spreading
its roots down to the very river. Then camea
rushing sound, as of something impelled quickly
through the water, succeeded by the regular
sound of oars, and, in a moment after, a boat,
rowed by two strong men, darted out into the
mid-stream, and followed rapidly after that in
which Alice sat. Still silent Martin, as the
boy called him, rowed stoutly on without a
word ; but the superior power of the two men
who pursued soon brought them up alongside
the boat, and, grappling her tight, they ad-
dressed the boatman, in a tone rough but not
uncivil, :

“So ho, friend!” they cried; “stop a bit.
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What news from Ghent? How goes the good
city 2”

“ Well, well, my masters,” replied the boat-
man, still striving to impel his skiff forward,
though the proximity of the other boat ren-
dered the effort to use his oars unavailing.

“ Jt is silent Martin,” said one of the men,
“ and a fair dame, by the Lord. Who have
you here, Master Martin ?”

‘“ There, there!” replied the boatman, with
what appeared to be an immense effort to make
an oration; ¢ there, there! let me get on.
You do not stop women, my masters. Surely
you would never stop a lady like that?” And
exhausted with this long speech, he again tried
to push away from the other boat, but in
vain.

¢ No, no,” cried one of the men, “ we will
not stop the lady long; but every one who
rows along the Scheldt, now-a-days, must have a
pass from the Captain. So come along, Master
Martin; and when you and the young lady
have given all the news of Ghent, that, doubt-
less, you can give, — for certainly young ladies

B 5
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do not come up the Scheldt at this hour of the
night for nothing, — we will let you go on your
way.”

“Fine times!” said silent Martin: but as
" resistance was in vain, he suffered them to pilot
his boat to the mouth of the little creek from
which their own had shot out; and he himself,
with a certain degree of awkward gentleness,
aided Alice of Imbercourt to land.

Her feelings were of a very mixed nature ;
but, assuredly, not such as might be imagined
from a consideration of the more obvious air-
cumstances of her situation. She was certainly
terrified as well as agitated, and she trembled
& good deal; but, at the same time, she showed
no unwillingness to obey the commands of thase
who now had her in their power. Her terror,
however, did not escape the eyes of the men
who had rowed the other boat; and one
of them addressed her in a kindly tone, saying,
¢ Fear not, lady, fear not. No lady ever
suffered harm or dishonour from the Green
Riders of Hannut. So fear not, and you shall
soon be free to go whithersoever you will.”
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These words, which he spoke as they were
landing, seemed to re-assure the fair traveller,
more than they would, probably, have done
most other people at such a moment.

¢¢ Oh, where is he ?” she exclaimed eagerly.
“ Lead me to him, I beseech you. It is he
whom I am now seeking.”

¢ Ay, indeed!” said the adventurer. ¢ Mean
you the Vert Gallant of Hannut, lady? He is
soon found by those who seek him, and rather
often found by those who seek him not. Ho,
" Roger!” he continued, addressing his companion
in the boat, ‘ rouse up Frank Von Halle, and
Simpkin yonder, to keep watch with thee, while
I lead the lady and the boy to the rendezvous.
Come now, my pretty mistress,” he added,
¢ take care of your steps, for it is as dark as
- the tomb. Here, take an old man’s arm. It
was more pliant in days of yore, but never
stronger, and will serve at least to help you up
the bank.”

Alice was glad of assistance, and laid her
hand on his arm ; but though his occupation had

been sufficiently evident before, yet she almost
B 6
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started back when her fingers rested upon plates
of cold iron, forming the brassards or defensive
armour for the arms,— so much are our minds
the slaves of our corporeal sensations, that our
convictions are never vivid till we have verified
them by our external senses. She recovered
herself immediately, however, and held by his
arm both for support and dii'ection; for the
whole scene around was wrapped in profound
obscurity; and though her eye was already
accustomed to the night, yet the additional
gloom of the forest was so great, that she
followed the adventurer in perfect blindness,
without being able to see one moment where
she was to set her foot the next.

After climbing a slight acclivity, which com-
pelled them to walk slowly, they came to more
open ground, where her guide hurried his
pace, and Alice was obliged to follow rapidly
upon his steps,though not without often shrink-
ing back for fear of striking against the trees,
which her im@atiou pictured as protruding
across the path. The way, though in fact
short, of course seemed to her long, from the
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darkness and uncertainty in which she moved:
but at length a light began to glisten through
the trees; and, after walking on a few minutes
longer, she perceived a glare so strong as almost
to make her believe that a part of the wood
was on fire. As her conductor advanced, she
every now and then caught a glimpse, through
the breaks in the wood, of figures moving about
across the light towards which they were ap-
proaching ; but a moment after, the whole scene
was again shut out, by a tract of withered
beech trees, loaded with their thick dry leaves,
through which the path that Alice and her
guide were pursuing took a sudden turn. The
glare of the fire, however, was sufficiently ge-
neral to light them easily on their way; and in
a few minutes more they emerged at once into
the little sheltered arena whence it was dif-
fused.

The frost, as I have before said, had for some
time broken up, and the preceding day had been
warm and fine. Nevertheless, sufficient pre-
cautions had been taken by the tenants of the
forest to dispel, in their own neighbourhood at
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least, whatever touch remained of winter. In
the midst of the open space which Alice now
entered, they had piled up,—with very uncere-
monious appropriation of the Duke’s forest
trees,—a fire of immense logs, sufficient to roast
a hecatomb; and many a relic of the more an-
cient and simple methods of dressing meat
displayed themselves around, in various im-
mense pieces of venison and beef roasting on
wooden spits in the open air, while a gigantic
black caldron, pendent from the immemorial
triple chevron, which has suspended all primeval
pots from the days of Noah, fumed and bubbled
with most savoury promise. Around, in groups,
lay a number of stout soldiery, prepared to
refresh their vigorous and sinewy limbs with
the contents of the pot, or the burden of the
spit, as soon as those skilled in the mystery of
cooking pronounced that they were ready for
the knife. Several more, whose appetite seemed
still fiercer, stood round the fire, watching with
anticipating expectation the progress of the
cookery. But it is to be remarked, at the same
time, that amongst all this number of persons
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~— amounting fully to fifty or sixty —a great
deal of decent order was kept up, and nothing
like either rioting or confusion was observed,
notwithstanding the more than doubtful cha-
racter of the persons concerned. There was no
singing, no shouting; and those that were
conversing together spoke in an under tone, as
if afraid of disturbing some person engaged in
more important business in their near neigh-
bourhood.

The cause of this orderly tranquillity, per-
haps, might be seen by running the eye on a
little way beyond the fire, where stood a sort of
rude, but extensive, wooden shed or hut,
raised upon a number of upright piles driven
into the ground, and thatched on the top with
boughs, and leaves, and rushes, which materials
also served to cover three sides of the building.
The side that remained open was turned to-
wards the ‘fire, and, consequently, both com-
‘manded a view of every thing that took place
in that direction, and exposed to the sight of
the' other parties in the savanna all that
was passing in the interior of the hut. It
was owing to this disposition that, as Alice
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approached, she at once perceived the Vert
Gallant of Hannut habited, as we have before
described him, reclining on the ground under
the shed, with a paper before him, on which was
apparently traced a rude map of some country,
the topography of which he seemed studying
intently. Sitting beside him, — supplied with
a flat board, which served the purposes of a
table, and on which appeared the implements
for writing, — was the figure of the sleek, round
monk, of whom we have previonsly given some
account under the name of Father Barnabas, and
who now, with aready pen, seemed tracing some
despatch at the dictation of the adventurous
leader.

On the other side of the Vert Gallant stood
a page, — whose rich dress of green and gold
seemed but ill to correspond with the scene in
which he was found, — holding a torch high in
his hand, to throw light upon the papers before
his two companions ; and near him again was a
person in the habit of a courier of some distine-
tien, whose horse, all in flakes of foam with
hard riding, stood held by another page close
by the entrance of the shed.
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The approach of Alice and her conductor
instantly drew the eyes of a great part of the
persons assembled in the savanna upon her;
and, shrinking from the gaze of the rude men
amongst whom she now found herself, she drew
her mantle closer round her, and bent her look
upon the ground, while, at the desire of him
who had led her thither, she paused with the
page, and suffered their guide to advance alone.
Without taking any notice of the groups
~ around, he walked forward at once to the shed ;
and only staying till the Vert Gallant had con-
cluded the sentence which hung upon his lips,
he addressed a few words to him, which were
inaudible where Alice stood. Their effect
upon the leader was great and instanta-
neous. He started at once upon his feet, and
turned fully towards the spot where the young
lady stood; but the bars of the casque, which
he seemed never to lay aside, still prevented his
own countenance from being seen.

After the glance of a single instant, however,
he advanced at once to Alice; and, bending re-
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spectfully over her hand which he took in his,
he bade her welcome with kind but respectful
courtesy.

¢¢ I know the general meaning of your coming,
lady,” he said, ¢ though not the immediate
cause; and I will speak with you as soon as I
have despatched yon messenger. In the mean
time trust to this old man, my lieutenant, who .
will lead you to a place where I can hear your
commands in private.”

Alice listened attentively, and looked up
when he had done, with a glance, in which
anxiety and apprehension for her father’s fate
were strangely mingled — considering the mo-
ment and the scene — with a rise of the eye-
brow, and a turn of the fair mouth, which
altogether approached very near one of the
merry smiles that had so thronged her lips
in happier days. She replied not, however,
though at first she appeared about to do so;
but following her former conductor in silence,
was led once more into the paths of the wood.
She was not now called upon to walk far, for
little more than a hundred steps brought her in
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front of a low-roofed building, which in former
times had been apparently the abode of one of
the forest guards, but which had evidently fallen
into the occupation of the free companions.

Every thing within bore an air of comfort
and neatness hardly to have been expected
from its present tenants; and in the chamber
to which Alice was conducted, nothing ap-
peared to announce that it was not still the
abode of quiet and affluent industry.

The moment she and the page had entered,
the old man retired and closed the door; and
Alice remained gazing upon the embers of the
wood fire that lay sparkling on the hearth, till
the sound of rapid steps passing the window
again made her heart beat with redoubled
quickness, In a moment after the door was
thrown open, and the tall, graceful figure of the
Vert Gallant once more stood before her.

¢ Quit the room, sir page,” he said as he
entered, “but do not leave the chamber-
door.”

The boy hesitated, but a sign from Alice
made him instantly obey ; -and the Vert Gal-
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lant advancing, took her hand and led her to a
seat.

* You are tired, lady, and evidently agi-
tated,” he said; ‘“ and I fear much that some
event of a sad and serious nature has gained
me the hopour of your presence in this wild
place.”

Alice loocked up with the same sparkling
smile which had before played for a moment on
her countenance. “ You cannot deceive me !”
she said. ** Hugh de Mortmar, do you think
that I do not know you 2”

The Vert Gallant paused an instant as if in
suspense, then threw his arms round the fair
girl who stood beside him, and pressed her
gently to his bosom. ¢ Dear Alice,” he said,
¢ how did you discover me ?”

¢ It were vain to say how, Hugh,” replied
Alice: ¢ I may have had suspicions long be-
fore ; but from the day of the thunder storm in
the forest of Hannut I have not had a doubt;
though why Hugh de Mortmar should need to
league with outlaws and adventurers, and, as
it would appear, to hide his face even from
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such strange companions, is more difficult to
divine.”

¢¢ T am, indeed, willing, though not obliged,
to bide my face even from the bulk of my gal-
lant followers,” replied the young cavalier, un-
doing the clasps of his casque. ¢ Ay! and to
guard against surprise or inadvertency, to wear
so foul a seeming as this, even beneath that
heavy helmet ;” and removing the iron cap, he
showed her a half mask representing the coun-
tenance of a negro, which covered his own face
to the beard.

¢ You start, Alice!” he continued, ¢ and
look somewhat aghast! Is it at that fearful
painted piece of emptiness?”

¢ No!” she answered, ‘“ no! But it is to
think that you — you, De Mortmar — should,
for any cause, condescend to hide yourself be-
neath such a semblance.”

¢¢ Indeed, Alice!” said De Mortmar with a
smile. ¢ Then tell me, beloved, and put it
fairly to your own heart, what is it that a man
will not do — what that he should not do — to
recover those things that have been smatched



22 MARY OF BURGUNDY; OR,

from his race by the unjust hand of power, and
to free a father from captivity ?”

¢¢ Nothing, indeed !” replied Alice, to whese
bosom one part, at least, of the question went
directly home. ¢ Nothing, .indeed! and I
will believe, with the faith of a martyr, that no
other way existed for you to accomplish such
an object; although till this time I knew not
that you had either parent in existence.”

¢ But your father did,” replied the young
cavalier ; * and when first I called these troops
together, Alice, — for you must not confound
them with a band of lawless plunderers,— when
first I called them together, it seemed the only
way by which I could ever hope to liberate my
imprisoned father. Iam Hugh of Gueldres; and
it has been only the hope, and the promise of
your hand, joined to the prospect held out by
your noble father of obtaining my own parent’s
liberation by peaceful means, which has so long
prevented me from asserting his right in arms,
though the whole force of Burgundy were pre-
pared to check me — I might say, indeed, to
crush me,” he added; ¢ for though with the
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forces of Hannut, and all the discontented
which the late Duke made in his own domi.
nions, — with the aid of Framce, and, perhaps,
of Austria,—my right and my good cause might
have done much while Charles remained em-
broiled in foreign wars, I could have hoped
for little had he once turned his whole force
against me. But, as I have said, your father
persuaded me to delay. For the years that I
have thus been induced to pause I have been
obliged to conceal the force of free companions
I have raised as best I might ; and no method of
concealment could be more efficacious than that
which I have adopted. As the Green Riders of
Hannut we passed nearly unmolested, while the
Duke of Burgundy pursuéd his ambitious
schemes against Lorraine, and his mad ones
against the Swiss; and though, if you recall the
past events, you will find that the Green Riders
have punished the guilty and the blood-thirsty,
have laid many a plundering noble under con-
tribution, and have levelled more than one
stronghold of cruelty and oppression with the
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ground, yet not one act of baseness or barbarity
can be traced to themselves.”

¢ Then why such necessity for concealing
yourself from them ?” demanded Alice, carried
away for a moment from other thoughts by the
personal interest she felt in her lover’s conduct.

¢ What !” exclaimed the young Cavalier,
¢¢ would you, dear Alice, have had me give so
important a secret as that of my existence,
—when the Duke of Burgundy and all his court,
nay, my own father also, thought me dead —
would you have had me give such a secret as
that to the keeping of more than five hundred
men? No! they were levied secretly by one
who has been devoted and faithful to me through
life,—~Good Matthew Gournay, who led you
hither. The long accumulated wealth of my
more than father, the Lord of Hannut, served
to gather them together. His forests and the
catacombs under the castle gave them shelter:
and, though far too strong in number to fear the
weak bands of the Prévét, or the force of any
of the neighbouring nobles, it was absolutely
necessary to conceal, with the most scrupulous
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care, from the court of Burgundy, that so large
a body of independent troops existed, and still
more that such a force was commanded by one
who had ceuse for deadly hatred towards the
Duke, now dead. Thus, bythe advice and with
the aid of the good Lord of Hannut, I mingled
with the world as his nephew, under which title
he had brought me up from my youth. But as
it was necessary to keep my free companions in
continual: employment, and to acquire over
them that personal authority, which nothing
but the habit of commanding them could ob-
tain, I was often obliged to assume the charac-
ter of the Vert Gallant of Hannut, and lead
them to enterprises, which, however dangerous,
1 took care. should never be dishonourable.
‘The very concealment of my person, which
was revealed only to those who had previously
known me, added a sort of mysterious influence
to the power which general success gave me
over them ; and I believe that, at this moment,
‘there is no enterprise, however wild or rash,
to which they would not follow me, with the
most perfect confidence.”
VOL. IIL c
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“ But my father,” said Alice, reverting to
the still more interesting: topic of her parent’s
danger ; ¢ I must speak with you of my fa-
ther.” 4

¢ Well then, in regard to your father,” replied
the young noble; and proceeding eagerly in his
exculpation, he explained to Alice that Imber-
court had always lamented the Duke of Bur-
gundy’s severity to his parent, and had striven
by every means to call the sovereign to a sense
of justice, even before he acquired a personal
interest in the house of Gueldres. The real
name and rank of the supposed Hugh de Mort-
mar, the cavalier proceeded, had been revealed
to her father, when Alice’s hand had first been
promised to him as the young heir of Hannut;
and seeing at once that the design of liberating
the imprisoned Duke of Gueldres, and re-
covering his duchy, was any thing but hopeless,
Imbercourt had only become the more anxious
to obviate the necessity of such an attempt, by
inducing Charles the Bold to grant as a con-
cession what he might otherwise be forced to
yield by compulsion. The purposes of the
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Duke of Burgundy, however, were not easily
changed, nor was his mind to be wrought upon
in a day; and Imbercourt was still busy in the
difficult task he had undertaken, when the de-
feat of Nancy took place. On the other hand, he
had ever-laboured zealously to induce the young
heir of Gueldres to delay ; and many of those
trifling circumstances which impede the exe-
cution of the best laid schemes, had combined,
from time to time, to second his endeavours with
Hugh of Gueldres. Friends and confederates
had proved remiss or incapable, — supplies had
been retarded, — changes had taken place in the
disposition or circumstances of particular states ;
and three times the young noble had been
half persuaded, half compelled, to put off the
attempt on which he had determined. All this
Hugh of Gueldres poured forth eagerly to
Alice of Imbercourt, too anxious to exculpate
himself from all blame in the eyes of her he
loved, to read .in her looks the more serious
* cares that were busy at her heart.

¢ In the disturbed and dangerous state of the
c2
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country,” added the young cavalier, ¢ although
my father has been liberated by other means,
it is my determination to keep my band
together, and, watching every turn, to choose
that moment which must come, when a small
force, acting vigorously for one great purpose,
may give the preponderance to right, and
crush the wrong for ever.”

¢ Now then is the moment, Hugh de Mort-
mar,” cried Alice, clasping her hands eagerly ;
 now, then is the moment; if you feel any
gratitude towards my father, — if you feel any
love for me, — if you would uphold the right,—
if you would crush the wrong, — if you would
save the innocent from ignominious death, —
lose not an instant, but force the rebel people
of Ghent to free my unhappy father.”.

The young cavalier, who had never suspected
thedanger of the Lord of Imbercourt, nowstarted
with surprise ; and Alice, with the eager elo-
quence of apprehension, made him rapidly ac-
quainted with the events which had occurred
in Ghent during the morning, and which had
thus brought her to seek him.
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“ Ha!” cried the Vert Gallant, ¢ does
Albert Maurice — does the President of the
States sanction such proceedings? I had
heard that when the unhappy Eschevins were
murdered by the populace, he took signal
vengeance on the perpetrators of the crime;
and, if ever I saw a man to whom I should
attribute noble feelings, and just and upright
sentiments, it would be to him.”

““ He is ambitious, Hugh,” replied Alice,
vehemently ; ¢ wildly, madly ambitious. I
have marked him well throughout — and you
may trust a woman's eyes for such discoveries
—he has dared to raise his thoughts to Mary
of Burgundy. He loves her,—deeply and truly,
I believe ;—but he loves her not with the love
which an inferior may feel for a superior whom
they may never hope to gain, but rather with that
rash and daring love, which will make ambition
but a stepping-stone to accompliéh its bold
purpose — which will see the land plunged
deeper and deeper in bloodshed, in the wild

hope, that out of the ruins of ancient instity-
' c3
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tions, and the wreck of order, prosperity, and
peace, he may build up for himself a seat as
high, or higher, than the ducal chair of Bur-
gundy. It is evident, Hugh,—it is evident,

. that he has the power as well as the daring to
do much, and one of his first steps will be
upon my father’s head, — for had my father’s
will and counsel been followed, our fair and
gentle Princess would now have been the bride
of the Dauphin of France, and every hour that
he lives will be an hour of suspense and anxiety
to that ambitious burgher.

A slight smile of contempt curled the lip of
Hugh of Gueldres, as Alice first spoke of the
love of the young citizen for the Princess of
Burgundy; but it vanished speedily as she went
on; and he shook his head with an air of
thoughtful sternness as he replied, ¢ He is
one to be feared and to be opposed, far more
than to be contemned. — Alice, my beloved,”
he added, taking both her hands in his, I
must think what may be best done to save
your father; and of this be assured, that I will
lose not one moment in the attempt ; but will
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peril life and fortune, and every future hope, te
deliver him instantly.”

¢ And yet,” said Alice, while a deep blush
spread over her whole face, ¢ for my sake be
not over rash of your own person. Save my
father, I beseech, I entreat! but, oh, remember
that you toa, — that you ——

Her feelings overpowered her, and she
finished the sentence by tears. Hugh of
Gueldres pressed her to his bosom, and con-
soled her as far as the circumstances permitted.
But on such occasions there is little to be said

but common-place ; and all he could assure her
was, that while he made every effort to™ save

her father, her love would make him as careful
of himself as the nature of the task would
allow.

In that day, however, every sport and
pastime and occupation of man’s life were of
so rude and dangerous a nature, that perils
lost half their fearfulness from familiarity;
and, though Alice of Imbercourt could not
but feel pained and apprehensive for her

lover, yet her feelings of terror were much
c 4
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sooner tranquillised than those of a person in
the present day, could have been under similar
circumstances.

In the meanwhile, the emergency of the
case required that Hugh of Gueldres should
instantly fix upon some plan for the deliver-
ance of the Lord of Imbereourt, and proceed
to put it in execution without loss of time;
and it was also necessary that Alice, whose
return to Ghent would have been both fruitless
and dangerous, should seek some safe asylum
till her father's fate was decided. It was
accordingly determined that she should instantly
proceed to the castle of Hannut; and means
for rendering her journey both safe and easy
were arranged at once by her lover.

‘While the litter for conveying her thither
was in preparation, and the soldiers destined to
escort her were saddling their horses, Hugh of
Gueldres stole a few brief minutes from more
painful thoughts, for the enjoyment of her
society, and the interchange of happy promises
and hopes; —nor were those brief moments
less sweet to Alice and her lover, because they




THE, REVOLT OF GHENT. 33

were so few, nor because they were mingled
with many an apprehension, nor because many
an anxious topic intruded on the conversation.
It is the light and shade, the close opposition
of the dark and the sparkling, that gives zest
even to joy. Hugh de Mortmar enjoyed it to
the full for the time ; but, the moment after he
had placed Alice in the vehicle, given strict
directions to the band which accompanied her,
and had seen the cavalcade wind away into the
dark paths of the wood, he gave himself up to
less pleasing thoughts, summoned some of those
from his troops, in whom he felt the greatest
degree of confidence, and remained with them
for a short tjme in close deliberation, concern-
ing the measures to be taken for the relief of
the Lord of Imbercourt.

A plan was soon determined; and an hour
before daylight one of the band was despatched
to Ghent, habited as a peasant, and charged to
gain every information in regard to the pro-
ceedings of the council, but to hasten back
with all speed, as soon as he had obtained
sufficient knowledge of what was passing in the

ch
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city. In the meanwhile all was held in readi-
ness, to act immediately upon the receipt of
the tidings which he was to bring; and
messengers were despatched in every direction,
to prepare the bodies of Free Companions,
scattered through the different woods in the
neighbourhood of Ghent, for Mt movement
upon the city.
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CHAPTER IIL

‘WHILE such events had been passing without
the gates of Ghent, the Estates of Flanders
and Brabant — as the members somewhat
grandiloquently styled the anomalous assem-
blage which had been collected in that city —
had prolonged their sittings till night had
shaken hands with morning. The Lords of
Hugonet and Imbercourt had, as we have
seen, been arrested by their commands; but
this was not all, and every individual of
any weight, who was clearly connected with
what was called the French partj at the court,
had likewise been committed to prison. It
may be necessary, however, to state how such a
bold and sweeping measure,— a measure go
full of difficulties, and so likely to encounter
strenuous opposition, — had been carried into

effect,
c6
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No favour was shown to any one; and, as
soon as the assembly met, Albert Maurice, so
éverse, in general, to deeds of violence, pro-
posed in quick succession, and with an eager
light in his eye, which proved how deeply his
personal feelings were implicated, the names
of the victims who were to be exposed to
the fiery ordeal of a public trial, under such
an excited and furious state of the popular
mind. 'With bold and sweeping positions, sup-
ported by extraordinary eloquence, he laid it
down, in his opening address, as a first grand
principle, that those who sought to unite
Flanders with France were declared enemies to
their native country; and he went on to
assume, that even those who could show that
no mercenary motive influenced them, were
worthy, at least, of banishment, while those
who could be proved to have been bought b.y
“France, merited nothing less than death. All
this was readily admitted by his hearers ; but
“the high rank and station of the first men that
“he then proceeded to proscribe, their fair repu-
tation, and a long train of brilliant services to
the state, caused no small feeling of surprise
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and apprehension to agitate the various mem-
bers of the States, as they heard them named.
But there was a power and an authority in the
tone of the young President which overawed
or carried away the greater part of his hearers;
and the calm sneer, or cold philosophic reason-
ing of Ganay, who supported him, drove or
induced many of the rest to yield.

Still it required but the strenuous opposition
of some one individual, to rouse and lead a
-large party in the States against the bold and
-dangerous measures proposed ; and to the sur-
prise of all, that individual was worthy Martin
Fruse, who rose, and, after some agitated em-
barrassment, — occasioned both by the im-
portance of the subject on which he was about
to speak, and his dislike to oppose his nephew,
— found words to begin ; and, once having done
80, poured forth, with rapid utterance, one of
‘those torrents of rude eloquence which gener-
osity of heart and rectitude of feeling will
sometimes elicit from the roughest and most
untutored mind. ’
. % No, no, Albert! . No, no, my dear boy !
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he exclaimed. ¢ No, no; it is very wrong, —
very wrong indeed! For God's sake, my
friends and fellow citizens, pause! let us be
wise and firm, but moderate and just, We
have done great things,—indeed we have. We
have recovered our freedom; we have regained
those ancient laws and usages which were our
blessing in the olden time, and which may bless
us still, if we use them discreetly. But, fellow
citizens, remember, oh, remember! there is a
point where our own privileges end, and where
those of other classes and other men begin, Let
us not take one stride beyond the barriers of our
own rights ; for surely, if we do, we shall, sooner
or later, be driven back with disgrace. The
man who, with power to right himself, suf-
fers another to rob him of his property, is little
better than a fool ; but he who, because he has
once been robbed, grasps at the possessions
of another, is none the less a robber himself.
The nobles have their own privileges and their
own laws ; and right it is that they should have
them, for perhaps we are less fitted, from our
habits and sitnation, to judge them, than they
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are to judge us. But, setting that point aside,
we claim our own laws and our own judges, and
we have obtained them: the nobles, too, claim
theirs, and let them have them too. If they
have wronged each other, let them right them-
selves; and if they have wronged the state,
whereby we may suffer too, let us carry up our
impeachment of their conduct to the footstool
of the Princess, and demand that they be judged.
by their peers, according to law. But on no
account let us either arrest them without lawful
authority ; and still less let us presume,—a
body of men superior to them in numbers, and
in some sort, I will say, prejudiced against
them, because we hold a lower rank than they
do, — and still less, I say, let us presume to
judge them, when we cannot, from our very
station, judge them impartially. A man can
very well judge others, may be, when he de-
spises them ; but no men can judge others that
they envy. I know nothing of these two lords;
and all I have heard of them makes me believe .
that they were good and faithful servants of
their Prince, so long as he was living ; but if
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you have good cause to think that they have
since betrayed their country to France, accuse
them before the Princess and her council, and
let them be judged by their equals.”

¢ What! and give them time to escape the
pursuit of justice?” demanded Albert Maurice,
sternly ; but immediately assuming a softer
tone, he added, ‘° Had any other man spoken
the words we have just heard, I should have in-
stantly called upon the States of Flanders not to
entertain for a moment ideas which would go
to circumseribe all their powers. I would have
endeavoured to show that we have a right, as the
representatives of the whole of Flanders and Bra-
bant, to defend our existence as a nation, and our
general interests as a free people, by arresting
any one whom we find labouring to sell us at
the highest price to a foreign power; and, by
‘making the most terrible example of such
traitors, to deter others from similar treason, —
without adducing any weaker reasons. But to
you, my uncle,—my best and kindest friend, ~
I am bound by love and gratitude ; and —as the
oldest apd most revered member of the council
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~—to you the States are bound by reverence and
esteem to yield every motive which can satisfy
your mind. I, therefore, as one of the pro-
vincial council of the Princess, may now inform
you that one half of that council >

¢ The Duke of Gueldres has signed the
order,” whispered Ganay, laying a parchment
before the President, who instantly proceeded,
— ¢ that even a majority of the council, have
consented to the arrest of these two men, the
Lord of Imbereourt and the Chancellor Hugonet;
and surely, did there exist no other right in
this - assembly to try them for their manifold
and recent offences, the warrant of three such
men of their own order as the Duke of Cleves,
the Duke of Gueldres*, and the Bishop of

* The Dukes of Cleves and Gueldres were actuated,
in the present instance, by very evident motives ; the one
wishing to obtain the hand of the Princess — which Imber-
court and Hugonet strove to give to France — for his
nearest relation, and the other for himself, The motive
of the Bishop of Liege is supposed by historians to have
been revenge for acts of justice rendered by Imbercourt
under the reign of Charles the Bold.
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Liege, would be ample authority for such a
proceeding.”

As he spoke, he spread out the parchment
on the table before the rest, and slowly pro-
nouncing the names of the three princes who,
from the base motives of personal ambition or
revenge, had been induced to consent to such a
degradation of their class, he pointed with his
finger in succession to their signatures attached
to the order for arresting the unfortunate
nobles. Martin Fruse was silent; the voice of
every other person present was raised for the
instant execution of a warrant so signed, though
many, by leaving the order without any further
authority, would have gladly shifted the re-
sponsibility of the act upon those princes who
had signed it, and would thus have escaped them-
selves from a task for which, with all the will in
the world, they wanted the necessary courage.

Albert Maurice, however, and several others,
made of sterner stuff than the generality of the
burghers by whom they were surrounded, had
more extended views and more daring pur-
poses, and were determined not to trust the
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execution of the vengeance they proposed to
wreak to such doubtful friends as the Dukes of
Cleves and Gueldres, and the Bishop of Liege.
The first, indeed, had shown himself the bitter
foe of Imbercourt from the moment he had dis-
covered that the statesman had determined to
save the country, if possible, from foreign in-
vasion, by uniting Mary of Burgundy to the heir
of the French crown. To the Bishop of Liege
Imbercourt had long been a personal enemy ;
and the Duke of Gueldres had motives of his
own, or rather motives suggested by Ganay, for
seeking to alienate the unhappy minister from
the councils of the Princess. Each, however,
of these great lords, Albert Maurice well knew,
were willing to compound for the exile of the
minister, and to spare his life ; but he himself
judged rightly, when he thought that Imber-
court, in power or in banishment, would never
cease his efforts to execute the design he had laid
out, till he were dead, or the scheme accom-
plished ; and -Albert Maurice resolved that he
should die. He tried hard to convince his own
heart that his intentions were purely patriotic ;
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but his own heart remained unsatisfied. Yet,
having once yielded to the promptings of the
worse spirit, the burning doubt in his own bosom,
in regard to the purity of his motives, but urged
him on the course he had chosen with more
blind and furious impetuosity, in order to escape
from the torturing self-examination to which
conscience prompted him continually. He saw
around him difficulties and dangers on every
side, — obstacles alike opposed to his ambition,
to his love, and to his aspirations after liberty.
He believed himself to be in the situation of a
mariner on a narrow bank, over which the
ocean threatened every instant to break, and
overwhelm both himself and the vessel of the
state ; and he resolved at once to push off into
the midst of the stormy waves, in despite of the
fears of his companions, believing that his own
powers could steer the ship safely, and that
their feebleness must yield him the command,
till he had piloted her into the port for which
he had already determined to sail.

The timidity of some, the subtlety of others,
the wilfulness, the self-conceit of all, he saw
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could only be bent to his purposes by plunging
them in an ocean of difficulties, from which he
alone could extricate them ; and, understanding
well the characters of those by whom he was sur-
rounded, and prepared to make their talents,
their influence, their wealth, their vices, their
very weaknesses, subservient to his one great
purpose, he resolved to involve them all in
schemes of which he alone knew the extent.

At once, therefore, he rejected the idea that
the warrant, signed by the three Princes he had
named, was sufficient; and though he allowed
their names to stand first, he urged upon those
who heard him, that the States must also join
in the same act, or forfeit thenceforward all
pretence to real power. His arguments and
his authority easily brought over a large majority
of the hearers; and the warrants were sent
forth bearing the names of the whole assembly.
A number of other persons, less obnoxious,
were then, as I have before said, added to the
list of those to be secured ; and the meeting of
the States did not break up till the fearful
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work of proscription had been dreadfully ex-
tended.

The assembly then rose; and member by
member, bowing low to the President, — who
had the day before taken possession of a suite
of apartments in the Stadthuys, and now made it
his dwelling, — left the town hall, and departed.
Ganay alone remained, and he did so on a sign
to that effect from Albert Maurice ; who, when
all the rest were gone, and the doors closed,
leaned his folded arms upon the table, and
buried his brows upon them, as if utterly ex-
hausted with all the fatigues of the day, and
the struggle of many a potent passion in the
arena of his own bosom. The dull flames of
the long-burnt lamps but dimly illumined the
wide vacant hall, and its dark wainscot; but
the great cresset hung just above the head of
Albert Maurice, and as the light fell upon the
bright curls of dark hair dropping over his arms,
and upon the magnificent head and form which
those curls adorned, it seemed shining upon some
fallen spirit, in the first lassitude of its despair.
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Nor did the withered form of Ganay, with his
shrewd keen eyes fixed upon the young citizen,
and his cheek shrunk and pale with the long
workings of passions, — concealed by subtlety,
but not the less potent on that account,—
offer a bad image of some dark tempter, en-
joying his triumph over the fall of a better
being, then writhing before his eyes under the
very fruition of its first evil hopes.

Itwas Ganay who began the discourse, and the
tone of his voice at once roused Albert Maurice
from his momentary absence of mind. ¢ They
have all plunged in now, indeed!” said the
druggist. ¢ I thought not they would run be-
fore our will so easily.”

¢ They have plunged in, indeed,” replied
Albert Maurice, ¢ and so have we! But that
matters not. We will lead them safely through.
But now tell me—How was the Duke of Guel-
dres won to our wishes? He owes his freedom
as much to Imbercourt as to anyone. Is he
then so base a slave as he has been pictured?
Is the soil of his heart really so fertile in weeds,
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that good service produces nothing thence but
ingratitude ? "

¢ Nay, nay, my young friend,” answered the
druggist, while a bitter sneer lurked round his
lip, at the very candour he assumed ; ‘¢ you are
beginning to think sadly ill of mankind. They
are not so bad a race as you believe. Like all
great patriots, you affect to despise the very world
you would shed your blood to serve. No, no; the
Duke of Gueldres, good honest man, would be
as grateful as his neighbours, if no more powerful
motive came in the way of gratitude. You for-
get, Albert Maurice, that we are teaching him
to believe" that his pretensions to the heiress of
Burgundy are full as good as those of the sot-
tish heir of Cleves; so that, whoever seeks te
give her hand to a stranger, is an enemy to
Adolphus of Gueldres, who counts boldly on
being her husband.”

The cheek of Albert Maurice flushed, and
then grew pale ; for often in the dull and filthy
trade of worldly policy, we must work with
tools we are ashamed to touch, and employ
means abhorrent to man’s better nature, Thus,
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though obliged to balance one mean soul against
another, as suitors for her he himself loved, it
stung the young aspirant to the very heart to
hear their pretensions calmly named by any
other human being ; and giving way to the first
“burst of indignation, he exclaimed, ¢ Out on
him, vile swine! But beware, sir druggist,
beware how you raise his mad dreams too high !
and still more beware,” he continued, as a
sudden suspicion seemed to cross his mind,
awakened, as had been frequently the case
before, by the sneering tone in which the
druggist sometimes spoke ; ¢ and still more be-
ware how you dare to play into his hands.
Mark me, sir,” and, grasping Ganay by the
.arm, he bent his dark brow upon him;—
* mark me! I know you well, and you know
me, but not so well! You think you use me
as a tool, because, to a certain point, you
have succeeded while following my steps, and
have obtained, and are obtaining, the ven-
geance for which you thirst. But learn and
know that you have succeeded so far, only be-

cause the interests of the state and your own
VOL. IIL D
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desires have been bound up together. It is,
that those whom you seek to destroy have given
you the means of destroying them, by rendering
it necessary that I should strike them ; not, as
perhaps you dream, that you have bent me to
your purpose. You see I know you, and some
of your most secret thoughts. But hear me
further ere you reply. Learn, too, that the
transactions of thirty years ago, are not so
deeply buried beneath the dust of time as you
may think; and that, though you and Adolphus
of Gueldres may meet as strangers now-a-day,
I have dreamt that there was a time when ye
knew more of each other. So now, you see, I
know you, and some of your most secret deeds;
and once more, I say, beware!”

It was the second time that Albert Maurice
had referred boldly to events in the past,
which Ganay had supposed forgotten; and
the ashy cheek of the druggist grew, if any
thing, a shade paler than before, while, for
a moment, he gazed upon the face of Albert
Maurice with a glance of amazement, most un-
wonted to his guarded features. It passed off,
however, in an instant, and a flash of something
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like anger succeeded in its room. But that,
too, passed away, and he replied calmly, but
somewhat bitterly, I will beware. But you,
too, Albert Maurice, beware also. There are
some things that it is not well to discuss ; but
if you can trace —as for aught I know or care
perhaps you can — my whole course of being
for more than thirty years, you well know that
I am one whose vengeance is somewhat deadly ;
and that however strong you may feel yourself, it
were better to incur the hatred of a whole host of
monarchs, than that of so humble a thing as I am,
‘Curl not your proud lip, Sir President, but listen
to me, and let us both act wisely. I love you,
and have loved you from your childhood; and,
in the great changes that are taking place
around us, we have advanced together, — I,
indeed, a step behind you; or, in other words,
you have gone on in search of high things and
mighty destinies, while I have had my objects, no
less dear and precious to myheart, though perhaps
less pompously named in the world’s vocabulary.
Let us not, now that we have done so much,
and stood so long side by side, turn face to face
as foes. Doubtless you fear not me: but let
p 2
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me tell you, Albert Maurice, that I am aa
fearless as yourself, — nay, something more se;
— for there are many mere words cunningly
devised, and artfully preached upon, by monks,
and priests, and knaves, and tyrants, which you
fear, and I do not. But let us set all these
things aside ; it is wisest and best for wus both
to labour on together, without suspicions of
each other. If, as you say, you know the
secrets of the past, you well know that I have
no mighty cause to love Adolphus of Gueldres..
In what I have done to win him popularity;
and to make him raise his eyes to the
hand of the sweet and beautiful Princess of
Burgundy, I have but followed your own direc-
tions, and no more; and you must feel and
know that his power over the people, and his
hope of that bright lady are, when compared
with yours, but as a feather weighed against a
golden crown.”

The firmest heart that ever beat within man’s
bosom is, after all, but a strange weak thing;
and, —though feelings very little short of con-
tempt and hatred were felt by the young citi-
zen for his insidious companion, — though he
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knew that he was false and subtle, and believed
that even truth in his mouth was virtually a
Ke, from being intended to deceive, — yet,
strange to say, the goodly terms that he bestow-
ed upon Mary of Burgundy, and the flattering
picture he drew of bis hearer’s probable success,
soothed, pleased, and softened Albert Maurice,
and wiped away, for the moment, many of the
individual suspicions he bad been inclined to
entertain before. It must not be supposed;
however, that those suspicions thus obliterated
did not soon return. ‘They were like the
scratches on an agate, which a wet sponge will
apparently wipe away for ever, but which come
back the moment that the stone is dry again, and
cloud it altogether. He knew Ganay too well,
ke saw too deeply into the secrets of his subtle

heart, to be ever long without suspicion of his
purposes, though artful words and exciting
hopes, administered skilfully to his passions,
would efface them for a time. If this weakness,
— and it certainly was a great one, — did not
influenice his conduct, it was, perhaps, as much
as could be expected from man.

D3
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] mean not, Ganay,” he said, ¢ either to
taunt you or to pain you: but as our objects
are different, which you admit yourself, I do
you no wrong, — even on your own principles,
—in supposing that as soon as those objects
are no longer to be gained by aiding and
supporting me, you will turn to some one
whose plans may better coincide with your own.
My purpose, then, in showing you how thoroughly
I know you, is, that you may have the means
of seeing that it would be dangerous to abandon *
my. interest for -that of any other person; and
that you may balance in your own mind the
prospects and difficulties on either side. But, as
you say, to drop this subject, and never to
resume it again, unless the day should come
when separate interests and different feelings
may oppose us hostilely to each other, tell me,
candidly and fairly, do you think that, if we
encourage the popularity of him of Gueldres in
opposition to the proud Duke of Cleves, we
may safely count upon his ultimate failure;
“for did I believe that there were a possibility
of his success, I would slay him myself ere
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such a profanation should take place:” and
as he spoke he fixed his eyes upon the face of
the druggist, in order to make the expression
of the other’s countenance a running commentary
upon the words he was about to reply.

¢¢ I think,” replied the druggist, firmly, and
emphatically, ¢ that Adolphus of Gueldres —
stigmatised by the pure immaculate world we
live in as the blood-stained, the faithless, the
perjured, the violator of all duties and of all
rights —has as much chance of obtaining
heaven as of winning Mary of Burgundy. I tell
you, Albert Maurice, that she would sooner
die,— ay, die a thousand times, were it pos-
sible, than wed the man she has been taught to
hate from her infancy.”

¢ ] believe she would,” murmured the
young citizen, calling to mind the demeanour
of the Princess, when giving the order for the
liberation of the Duke of Gueldres; ¢ I
believe she would, indeed.”

¢¢ Besides,” continued the druggist, ¢ be-
sides, she loves another. Ay, Albert Maurice,

start not! She loves anothér. What, man,
D 4
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are. you 8o blind ? I had fancied that all your
hopes, and one half your daring, had birth i
that proud consciousness.”

Never dreaming that his companion would
s0 boldly dilate upon what was still but one of
the most indistinet visions of hope, even within
his. own bosom, — a vision, indeed, which was
the - prime motive of all his thoughts and
actions, but which he had never dared to
scrutinise carefully,—Albert Mauriee, with alk
the irritable jealousy of love, had instantly
concluded that Ganay, in the first part of what
he said, had alluded to some other object of the
Princess’ affection, and his cheek for a moment
turned pale, till the latter part of the other'’s
speech set the blood rushing back into it with
‘renewed force.

¢ Mark my words,” continued Gmay;
¢ mark my words, and see whether, by the
grey dawn of to-morrow, you are not sent for to
the palace. But remember, Albert Maurice,
that though patriotism may lead a man to the-
summit of ambition ; and though love, as well
as glory and authority, may become the fitting
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veward for services rendered to his country, yet,
in the path thither, he must never sacrifice his
duty for any of those temptations, or he will
turely lose all and gain nothing.” ’
+ A slight smile passed over the features of
Albert Maurice, — whose passions, in this in-
stance, did not interfere to blind his native
acuteness, — as he saw what use his artful
eompanion could make of the words duty and
patriotism, while it served his purpose, though,
at ‘other times, he might virtually deny the
existence of such entities. ‘ How mean you?”
he said. ¢ Your position, good friend, is general ;
but. you have some more particular object in it.”
- ¢ I mean,” replied Ganay, * that should
Mary of Burgundy use all those sweet words,
which love itself teaches woman to employ in
moving the heart of man, in order to shake your
duty to your country, and make you work
out the safety of two convicted traitors, you,
Albert Maurice, must have firmness enough to
say, no, even to her you love, remembering,
that if you let them escape, even into banish-

ment — you may look upon the marriage of
D5
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Mary of Burgundy with the Dauphin of France
as sure as that you yourself exist. Look, too,.a
little farther, and think of the consequences.
Even supposing you could brook your personal
disappointment, and calmly see her you love in
the arms of the weak boy of France, what
would befall your country? Already one half
of the nobles of Burgundy and Flanders. have
gone over to the French! Already half our
towns are in possession of Louis, that most
Christian knave ; and at the very first breathing
of the news that a treaty of marriage was
signed bétween the heirs of France and Bur-
gundy, the whole land would rush forward to
pass beneath the yoke, while the blood of thase
who sought to save their country, would be
“poured out in the streets of Ghent, to expiate
" the crime of patriotism.”
¢ Fear mot,” replied Albert Maurice ;
¢¢ proved as it is, beyond all doubt, that these
two men have dared to negotiate the sale of
their native land to him who has been its
great enemy, there is no power on earth
that could induce me to interpose and save
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them from the outstretched arm of justice.
They shall be fairly heard, and fairly tried;
and if it be proved, — which it cannot be,—
that they are guiltless, why let them go, in
God’s name, as free as the blast of the ocean:
but, if they be condemned, they die, Ganay.”
¢ So be it,” said the druggist; ‘in this in-
stance, at least, justice to your country is your
only chance of personal success ; and now, good
night, and every fair dream attend yow.”
" Thus ended their long conference; and,
Ganay, descending from the hall, woke his two
sleepy attendants, who were nodding over an
expiring fire in the vestibule below. Each in-
: stantly snatched up his sword and target, to
conduct his master home, for the streets of Ghent
were not quite so safe since the death of Charles
the Bold, as they had been under his stricter
reign. A boywith a lantern preceded the druggist
on his way homeward ; and as he walked on
across the Lys towards the church of St. Mi-
chael, the subtle plotter bent his eyes upon the
ground, and seemed counting the stones, as the

chequering light of the lantern passed over
p 6
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them, But his thoughts were not so void: of
matter ; and he muttered words which showed
how.deeply some parts of his late conversation, —~
Wh'ch seemed to affect him but little at the
time,— had in reality sunk into his heart. * He
is qmeted for the present,” he said, ““and he
must do out his work, — but he must die, — I
fear me he must die; and yet my heart fails
me:to think it. 'Why and how did he learn se
much ¢ and why was he mad enough to breathe
it when he had learned it? But I must think
more ere I determine. Those papers! he
added, — those papers,—if I could but get at
those papers! Whatever hearsay kmowledge
ht may have gained, he could make out nothing
without those papers.”
+'While thus — muttering to himself broken
sentences of the dark purposes which dwelt
within his own bosom,—the druggist pursued his
way homeward, Albert Maurice retired to his
bed-chamber in the town-house, and summoned
his attendants to aid in undressing him. Noman
reully more despised the pomp and circumstance
of state ; but since he had taken upon himself the
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‘government of Flanders,— for the power he had
assumed was little less, he had in some degree
affected a style of regal splendour, and attend-
ants of all kinds waited his commands. The ne-
‘cessity of captivating the vulgar mind by show,
‘and of impressing on the multitude respect for
the office that he held, was the excuse of the
young citizen to himself and others ; but there
was something more in it all than that,—a sort
of flattering stimulus to hope and expectation was
to be drawn from the magnificence with which
he surrounded himself; and he seemed to feel,
that the thought of winning Mary of Burgundy
was something more than a dream, when he
found himself in some sort acting the monarch
"in her dominions. He felt, too, — and there
might be a charm in that also, — that he acted
the monarch well ; and that the robes he had
assumed became him, while the native dignity
of his whole demeanour, and the unaffected
ease with which he moved amidst the splenddur
he displayed, dazzled the eyes of those that
surrounded him, so that he met nothing but
deference and respect from all.
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He slept that night as calmly in the couch of
state, asif he had been born amongst the halls of
kings ; and he was still in the arms of slumber,
when a page woke him, announcing, as Ganay
had predicted, that the Princess required his pre-
sence at the palace with all speed. He instantly
rose, and dressing himself in such guise as might
become him well, without incurring a charge
of ostentatious presumption, he proceeded to
obey the summons he had received ; and was led
at once to the presence of Mary of Burgundy.

The Princess, as usual, was not absolutely
alone; for one of her attendants, — the same
who had accompanied her during the thunder-
storm in the forest of Hannut, — now remained
at the farther extremity of the room, but at such-
a distance as to place her out of earshot. It was,
indeed, as well that it should be so; for Mary
was prepared to plead to her own subject for
the life of her faithful servants, — an humili-
ation to which the fewer witnesses admitted
the better. The feeling of the degradation to
which she submitted, was not without a painful
effect upon Mary’s heart, however gentle and
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yielding that heart might be; and the struggle
‘between anxiety to save the ancient friends of
_her father and herself, and the fear of descend-
ing from her state too far, wrote itself in varying
characters upon her countenance, which weeks of
painful thoughts and fears had accustomed too
well to the expression of agitated apprehension.
It was still, however, as beautiful a picture
of a bright and gentle soul as ever mortal eye
rested on; and as Albert Maurice gazed upon
it, half shrouded as it was by the long black
mourning veil which the Princess wore in
memory of her father’s death, he could not but
feel that there was a power in -loveliness like
that, to shake the sternest resolves of his heart,
and turn him all into weakness. The agitation
of his own feelings too,— the hopes that would
mount, the wishes that would not be repressed,
~rendered him anxiously alive to every varying
expression of Mary's face; and without the
vanity of believing that all he saw spoke en-
couragement to himself, he could not but dream
that the colour came and went more rapidly in
ker cheek, that her eye more often sought the
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giound while speaking to him, than in the most .
earnest consultation with her other counsellors..
Perhaps, indeed, it was so; but from far other
causés than his hopes would have led him to.
believe. Seldom called to converse with him
but in moments of great emergency, Mary was.
generally more moved at such times than om
other occasions, and when agitated, the eloquent
blood would ever come and go in her cheek,
with every varying emotion of her heart. In
him, too, she met one of a class with which she
was unaccustomed to hold any near commune ;
and, at the same time, there was a power, and
a freshness, and a graceful enthusiasm in all the
young burgher’s demeanour, which never. can
be without effect upon so fine & mind as that of -
the Princess. Perhaps, too, ~— though had she. -
ever dreamed that such a thing as love for her
could enter into his imagination, she would have -
been as cold as ice itself — Perhaps, too, she
might feel that there was something of admir- -
ation in the young burgher's eyes, which she
would not encourage, but at which she could not .

feel offended, and which she might have dome
14
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something to check, bad she not felt afrsid of
wounding and alienating one whom it was ber
best interest to attach, Nevertheless, it might
be the very desire of doing so, and the fear of
giving pain, that agitated her still more, and
rendered her manner more changeful and re-
markable.

Such were their mutual feelings, — varying
through a thousand fine shades, which would
require a far more skilful hand than that which
now writes to portray,—when they met on that
eventful morning, the sovereign to solicit and
the subject to deny. ‘

‘A few words explained to Albert Maurice
the cause of the call he had received to Mary'’s
presence ; and the occasion having once been
explained, she went on, with gentle but zealous
eloquence, with a flushed cheek and a glistening
eye, to beseech him, by every motive that she
thought likely to move his heart, to save the
lives of her faithful servants.

¢ Indeed, dear lady,” he replied, * you at- -
tribute to me more power than I possess; for
much I fear, that, even were I most anxious to
screen two men, accused of selling their native
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land to a foreign prince, from a judicial trial and
judgment, I should be totally unable to bring
such a thing to pass. Willingly, most willingly,
would I lay down my own life for your service,
madam, and be proud to die in such a cause ;
but to pervert the course of justice would be
a far more bitter task to Albert Maurice than
to die himself.”

‘¢ But remember, sir, oh remember !” replied
Mary, ¢ that we are told to show mercy, as we
bope for mercy; and still further remember,
that, in their dealings with France, the Lords
of Imbercourt and Hugonet were authorised
by my own hand; and if there were a crime
therein committed, I am the criminal alone !
The act was mine, not theirs, as under my
commands they went.”

““Your Grace is too generous,” replied the
young burgher, ¢ to take upon yourself so great
a responsibility, when, in truth, it is none of
yours. How reluctant you were to treat with
France, none knows better than I do; and
what unjust means must have been used to
induce you, I can full well divine,”
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¢ Nay, nay, indeed !” she said: it was my
voluntary act, — done upon due consideration ;
and no one is to blame, save myself.”

¢ If, lady,” rejoined Albert Maurice, speak-
ing in a low but solemn tone, ¢ if you, indeed,
do wish for this French alliance, — if you de-
sire to unite yourself with your father's per-
tinaceous enemies, — if, as your own voluntary
act, you would give your hand to the puny
boy, whose numbered days will never see him
sovereign of France, and who can alone serve
to furnish a new claim to Louis XI. for an-
nexing your territories to his own, — if, I say,
such be your own sincere desire, I will, most
assuredly, state it to the States General.”

¢ If I say that it is so, will it save the lives
of my two faithful servants ?” demanded Mary,
anxiously, while her heart beat painfully with
the struggle between the desire of rescuing her
‘counsellors, and her shrinking abhorrence of
the marriage proposed to her. ¢ Will it, =
tell me, — will it save them?”

1 cannot promise that it will,” replied
Albert Maurice. ¢ The States must decide,
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whether those who counselled such an act are
not still most guilty, though your Grace was.
prevailed upon to sanction it. Nor, lady, must
you think that such a sacrifice on your part
would achieve even the pacification of France
and Burgundy. Be assured, that there is not
an unbought man in all Flanders who would not
shed the last drop of his blood ere he would
consent to the union of the two countries.
"Nor do I believe that Loufs of France " himself
would accede. He claims the whole of your
lands, Madam, upon-other titles. Burgundy-
he calls his own by right of male descent; the.
districts of the Somme he declares to have been.
unjustly wrung from the crown of France; and
the counties of Flanders and Artois, he says, are
hig of right, though he has not yet deigned to
yield a specification of his claim. Doubtless
he has striven to buy your servants and your
counsellors; and many of them has he pur-
chased —not to promote your union with his
son, but to betray your lands and cities into his
power.” :

“ But these faithful friends,” said Mary,"
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“ these noble gentlemen whom you now hold in
captivity, are all unsoiled by such a reproach.”

- ¢ Your pardon, madam,” replied Albert Mau-
rice, gravely ; ¢ such is one of the chief crimes
with which they are charged. Good evidence
0o, it is said, can be produced against them ; and
though I have not myself examined the proofs,
yet I fear they will be found but too strong.”

Mary stood aghast — not that she believed
the accusation for a moment, but that any one
should find means of making even such a pre-
text against those whose honour seemed to her
too bright for such a stain to rest upon them for
a-moment. ¢ Qh, save them!” she exclaimed,
at length, with passionate eagerness. * Save
them, sir, if you love honour, if you love
justice! Look there,” she continued, ade
vencing to the high window of the apartment,
and pointing with her hand to the scene spread
out below —¢¢ Look there !”

- Albert Maurice gazed out in some surprise.
It was, indeed, as fair a sight as ever he had-
looked upon. The situation of the casement
at which he stood, commanded an extensive
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view over the whole country round. The sun
had not risen above an hour. The world was
in all the freshness of early spring. The mists
and dews of night, flying from before the first
bright rays of day, had gathered together in
thin white clouds, and were skimming rapidly
towards the horizon, leaving the sky every
moment more blue and clear. Ghent lay
yet half asleep beneath the palace, with its
rivers and its canals constantly gleaming in
here and there.amongst the grey, sober-coloured
houses, while innumerable monasteries, with
their green gardens, and churches, with their
tall spires, broke the monotony both of colour
and form, and pleasantly diversified the scene.
As the eye wandered on over the walls, past the
suburbs, through a maze of green fields and
young plantations, a fair, undulating country
met its view, interspersed with deep, brown
woods, from which, every now and then, rose a
village spire, or a feudal tower, while the wind-
ings of the Scheldt and the Lys, with every
now and then an accidental turn of the Lieve,
were seen glistening like streams of silver
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through the distant prospect. Over all the
ascending sun was pouring a. flood of the
soft light of spring, while the clouds, as they
flitted across the sky, occasionally cut off his
beams from different parts of the view, but
gave a more sparkling splendour, by contrast,
to the rest.
¢ Look there!” said Mary of Burgundy —
¢ look there! Is not that a fair scene 2" she
" added, after a moment’s pause.—** Is not that
a beautiful land ?—Is it not a proud and plea-
sant thing to be lord of cities like this, and
countries like that before you? Yet let me
tell you, sir, I would sacrifice them all. 1
would resign power and station, the broad lands
my father left me, the princely name I own —
ay, and never drop a tear to know them lost for
ever, so that I could save the life of those
two noble gentlemen now in such peril by false
suspicions. Oh, sir, I beseech, I entreat; and
did it beseem either of us, I would cast myself
at your feet to implore that you would save
them. You can, — I know you can ; for well
am I aware of all the power which, not unjustly,
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your high qualities have obtained amongst your
fellow citizens. Oh, use it, sir, for the noblest,
for the best of purposes ! — use it to save them
at my entreaty, and for my sake.”

As she spoke, agitation, eagerness, and grief
overcame every other consideration, and the
tears streamed rapidly over her fair cheeks,
while, with clasped hands, and raised-up eyes,
she sought to move her hearer. Nor was he
unmoved ; on the contrary, he was shaken to
the very heart. That stern determination
which he thought virtue, the ambition which
rose up beside patriotism, and was beginning to
overtop the nobler shoot — all were yielding to
the more powerful force of love; or if they
struggled, struggled but feebly against that
which they could not withstand. His temples
throbbed, his cheek turned pale, his lip qui-
vered, and words were rising to utterance which
might, perhaps, have changed the fate of na-
tions, when quick steps and loud voices in the
anti-chamber attracted the attention both of
himself and the Princess.

¢¢ Stand back, sir,” exclaimed the coarse tones
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of the Duke of Gueldres. ¢ By the Lord, if
the Princess is in council with any one, as you
say, the more reason that I should be present
at it. Am not I one of her counsellors both by
birth and blood 2”

. By this time he had thrown open the door;
and, striding boldly into the chamber, he ad-
vanced with a ‘ Good morrow, fair cousin: if
you be in want of counsellors, here am I ready
to give you my best advice.”

Mary’s cheek turned pale as he approanhed
but she replied, mournfully, * My best and
most tried counsellors have been taken from
me, sir, and I know not in whom I may now
trust.”

¢ Trust in me, ﬁur cousin, trust in me,”
replied the Duke; but Albert Maurice inter-
rupted him. o

¢ I believe, sir,” he said, ¢ that it is cus-
tomary for the Princess, when she wants the
counsel of any individual, to send for him, and
for none to intrude themselves upon her without
such a summons. I having. been so honoured
this morning, and having received her com-

VOL. 1II. E
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mands, shall now leave her, doubting not
that she will be well pleased that we both
zetive.”

¢ School not me, sir citizen,” replied the
Duke of Gueldres, fiercely ; ¢ for, though you
fly so high a flight, by the Lord I may find it
Recessary some day to trim your wings.”

Albert Maurice replied only by a glance
of withering contempt, which might have
stung the cther into some new violence, had
not Mary interposed. ¢ I did not think to see
such wrangling in my presence, gentlemen,”
she said, assuming at once that air of princely
dignity which became her station; ¢ I would
be alone. You may retire !” and for a single
instant the commanding tone, and the flashing
eye, reminded those who saw her of her father-
Charles the Bold.

The rude Duke of Gueldres himself was
abashed and overawed ; and, having no pretence *
prepared for remaining longer, he bowed, and
strode gloomily towards the door, satisfied,
with having interrupted the conversation of
the Princess and Albert Maurice, of which
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he had from some source received intimatioh,
The young citizen followed, not sorry to be
relieved from entreaties which had nearly over-
come what he believed to be a virtuous resolu-
tion, although —with that mixture of feelings
which scarcely any circumstance in human life is
without,—he was pained and angry, at the same
time, to be forced to quit the society of one so
beloved, however dangerous that society might
be to his fancied duties. He bowed low as he
departed ; and Mary, dropping the tone of au-
thority she had assumed, with clasped hands,
and an imploring look, murmured in a low tone,
¢t Remember! oh, remember!{”

The Duke of Gueldres proceeded down the
stairs before him, with a heavy step and a
gloomy brow. Nevertheless, that Prince, whose
cunning and whose violence were always at war
with each other, only required a short time for
thought, to perceive that he could not yet, in the
bold designs which had been instilled into his
mind, dispense with the assistance and support
of the young citizen; and he determined, as
speedily as possible, to do away any unfavour-

E2
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able impression which his rude insolence might
have left upon the mind of the other. '

¢¢ Master Albert Maurice,” he said, as soon
as they had reached the vestibule below,
¢ i’ faith I have to beg your pardon for some-
what sharp speech but now. Good sooth, I am
a hasty and a violent man, and you should not
cross me.” : '

“ My Lord Duke,” replied Albert Maurice
gravely, but not angrily, * your apology is
more due to yourself than to me. It was the
Duke of Gueldres you lowered: Albert Mau-
rice you could not degrade; and as to crossing
you, my Lord, — that man’s violence' must be
a much more terrible thing than I have ever
met with yet, that could scare me from crossing
him when I felt it my duty to do so.”

The Duke of Gueldres bit his lip, but made
no reply; for there was a commanding spirit
about the young burgher, which, supported by
the great power he possessed in the state, the
other felt he could not cope with, at least till
he had advanced many steps farther in popular
favour. He turned away angrily, however,

—
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seeing that conciliation was also vain; and,
flinging himself on his horse, rode off with
the few attendants he had collected in haste, to
éccompany him to the palace.

. Albert Maurice returned more slowly to the
town-house, clearly perceiving that the coming
of the Duke of Gueldres, in the midst of his
conféerence with the Princess, bad not been
.acci&enta.l, and endeavouring, as he rode on, to
fix with certainty upon the person who had
given that Prince the information on which he
had acted. )

ES3
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CHAPTER III.

A DAY intervened : but at noon on that which
followed, an immense dense crowd was as-
sembled in the open space before the town-
house of Ghent. Nevertheless, though the
multitude was perhaps greater than ever the
Square of St. Pharailde had contained before,
there was a stillness about it all, which
spoke that men were anticipating some great
event. Each one who spoke addressed his
neighbour in that low tone which argues awe:
but by far the greater part of the people re-
mained perfectly silent, with their eyes turned
towards the town-house, immediately in front
of whieh stood a scaffold, hung with blaek cloth,
supporting two low blocks of wood, and sur-
rounded by a large party of the burgher guard.
A still larger body of the same troops kept the
space between the scaffold and the public build-
ing before which it was placed; and, in all, the
armed force present seemed more than sufficient
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to keep order, and-overawe the evil-disposed. In
fact, the regular municipal power had been in-
creased to an extraordinary degree during the
last fortnight, both by an extended levy amongst
the citizens themselves, and by the raising of
a number of extraordinary companies from
amongst the peasantry of the neighbouring dis-
tricts, joined to all such disbanded soldiers as
were willing to enrol themselves under the ban-
ners of the commune. The trained force thus
at the disposal of the town-council of Ghent
amounted to at least seven thousand men, and,
on the morning of which we speak, a great part
. of this body were drawn up between the town-
house and the scaffold, and in the main court
of the building.
. At the same time, it is to be remarked, that
_almost all the burghers, and a number of the
peasantry of the country round about, had
. provided themselves with warlike weapons,
since the first disturbances which followed
the death of the Duke; so that the multitude
which thronged the space before the town-house
appeared universally in- arms. The principal
E 4
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weapons with which they had furnished them-
selves were long pikes; and any one gazing
over the market-place might have fancied it
crowded by an immense body of dismounted
lancers ; but, at the same time, a number of the
more wealthy were provided with swords also;
and one or two appeared more in the guise of
regular men-at-arms than simple citizens. It was
remarked that amidst the assemblywere a num-
- ber of persons with-somewhat hard features and
weather-beaten countenances, habited in the
ordinary dress of peasants, but in general bet-
ter armed than the rest of the people. These
men seemed to have but few acquaintances in
the town, but wherever any two of them met,
they appeared instantiy to recognise each other;
and, by a quiet unobtrusive, but steady move-
ment forward, they gradually made their way one
by one through the crowd, to the immediate vici-
nity of the scaffold. Another circumstance, also,
was remarked by those people in the crowd who
occupied all their vacant moments by looking
about them, which was, that, close to the head
of one of the bands of the burgher guard, and
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conversing from time to time with the officer
who commanded it, appeared a young man of a
powerful and active form, dressed as a common
man-at-arms, with the beaver of his hel-
met, at what was called the half-spring; in
short, so far open as to give him plenty of air,
yet not sufficiently thrown up to expose his
face. In those days, it must be remembered
that the appearance of men in armour had
nothing extraordinary in it, either in the coun-
try or the town, and consequently such a sight
was not at all uncommon in the streets of
Ghent at any time ; but had become far more
so since the burghers had assumed the autho-
rity they now claimed, as not a few of the rich
young merchants, every now and then, chose
to ape the nobles, whom they were desirous of
overthrowing ; and would appear in the streets
clothed, like the ghost of Hamlet’s father, in
complete steel. :

: Whether the captain of the band to whom
the stranger addressed himself, was or was not
previously acquainted with the man-at-arms,
he seemed well pleased with his company,

ES
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which certainly somewhat tended to relieve the
irksome anticipation of a disagreeable duty.
Their conversation, however, soon appeared to
tarn upon more important matters; and they
spoke quick and eagerly, though in so low
a tone, that only a few words of what they said
reached the bystanders,

¢ Iwish them no ill, poor wretches, God
knows,” the captain of the band was heard to
say, in reply to something the other had whis-
pered the moment before. Two or three indis-
tinct sentences succeeded; and then, he .again
answered, * If any one would begin, I would
follow! we have as good a right to a say in the
matter as any one else.”

Again the man-at-arms spoke with him
rapidly; and the other rejoined in a low
and hurried tone—¢¢ Stay! I will see what
the men say! Stand back, sir!” he added,
pushing back, angrily, one of the crowd, who
-intruded upon the open space, and came
within earshot. He then walked leisurely
along the file of men that he commanded,
speaking a few words, now to one, now to an-
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other; and then, turning back with an air of
assumed indifference, he said to the person
with whom he had before been speaking, It
will do! They do not want any more blood
spilt. They are all murmuring, to a man.
Go and speak with the captain on the other
side.”

While this was passing in the immediate
vicinity of the scaffold, several of the persons I
have described as looking like weather-beaten
peasants, had, in making their way through the
crowd, paused to speak with a number of the
citizens ; at first asking some questions in regard
to the multitude, and the dark preparations
before the town-house, as if ignorant of what
had lately taken place in the city. They then

-generally proceeded to comment on the reply
made to them ; and then something was always
said about the shame and horror of staining
their market-place with public executions for
state crimes which the events of a few weeks
might render no crimes at all.

Thus, one of them demanded of a fat burgher,
by whom he passed, ¢ Why, what is the matter,

E6
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peighbour ? This looks as if they were going
to cut off some one’s head.”

% And so they are, to be sure,” replied the

citizen. ¢ They are going to do execution
upon the Lord of Imbercourt, and Hugonet
the Chancellor, who were condemned this morn-
ing for treating with France and receiving
bribes.” .
i ¢ Ay, did they receive bribes?” rejoined the
peasant: ‘¢ that is strange enough; for 1
always thought that they were as free and liberal
of ‘their gold to those who needed it, as any
men living, and coveted nothing belonging to
another; and those are not the sort of men, I
have heard say, who usually receive bribes.”

“ Ay, that is true enough, indeed!” an-
swered the citizen, with a sigh. ‘
¢ But did they really receive bribes?” per-
severed the peasant. “ Was it clearly proved 2"

¢¢ No, no, I believe not,” replied the citizen.
¢ Proof they could not get — proof they could
not get ; but there was strong suspicion.”

¢ T is hard a man should die for mere suspi-
cion, though ; for who would be safe if that were
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law 2” answered the other. ¢ If I had been
one of them, I would have appealed to the
King of France and Court of Peers.”

" ¢ Why, so they both did,” replied the citizen ;
‘¢ but they are to die for all that.” ‘

¢ Then I would not be a citizen of Ghent
for ten thousand crowns,” answered the pea-
sant; ** for, by the Lord, Louis and his Peers
will be like to hang every one of them that he
catches ; and it is a sad thing to be hanged for
spilling innocent blood. Were I one of the
citizens of Ghent, they should never stain the
market-place in such a way while I had a voice
to raise against it.”

Ay, ay, it is very sad !” said the citizen:
< and I dare say if any one would begin, many
a man would cry out against it too.”

- ¢ Well, well,” answered the other, ¢ I must
forward, and see what is going on; and I hope
some one will cry out against it.”

Thus speaking, the peasant, as he seemed to
be, pushed his way on for a little distance,
and then, pausing by another of the citizens,
held with him a short conversation, like
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that which we have just narrated, asking very
nearly the same questions, and making very
nearly the same observations on the answers he
received.

The instance which has just been particu-
larised was only one out of many ; for in every
part of the crowd were to be seen persons
similar in appearance to the man whose con-
versation we have just detailed, and who acted
precisely upon the same plan, though the words
they made use of might be slightly different.
The man-at-arms who had been talking with the
captain of one of the city bands, in accordance
with the intimation he had received, was, in
the mean time, making his way round to
speak with the person who commanded the
company at the other side of the scaffold. As,
in his apparent military capacity, he strode
boldly across the space kept clear in front of
the scaffold, and consequently encountered none
of the impediments which might have delayed
him, had he attempted to proceed through
the crowd, he would, probably, soon have ac-
complished this purpose; but at that moment
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a considerable noise and disturbance was heard
in the direction of the town-house, mingled
with shouts of ¢ They are coming ! — they are
coming!”

The ear of the man-at-arms immediately
caught the sound. He paused for a single in-
stant; and then taking a step back to a spot
whence he could descry the intermediate space
between the scaffold and the town-house, he
saw a body of people moving from the principal
entrance of that edifice, through a double line
of the burgher guard. The procession con-
sisted of a number of the municipal council, a
body of various officers of the state, Maillotin
du Bac the prévot maréchal, two executioners
with naked axes, and the unfortunate nobles
Imbercourt and Hugonet, bound and bare-
headed.

The man-at-arms instantly perceived that he
would not have time to accomplish what he
proposed; and with three strides he placed
himself once more by the side of the officer
with whom he had before been speaking. Ga-
thered at the same point were, by this time, a$
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least a hundred and fifty of the peasant-looking
men whom we have before described ; and, fore-
ing their way through the crowd in every direc-
tion, with no longer any affectation of ceremony,
or regard to the convenience of those they
thrust out of their way, there appeared a num-
ber of others perfectly similar in appearance.
The eyes of the whole of this distinct body
were evidently turned upon the man-at-arms ;
and it was observed that the one who stood
nearest to him held something enveloped in the
flap of his coarse brown coat, as if to be given
at a moment’s notice.

¢ Now,” said the man-at-arms, addressing
the captain of the burgher guard, ¢ do your
duty as a brave man, as a good citizen, and
more,— as a good Christian, and you shall have
plenty of support.”
© ¢ But who are you ?” demanded the captain
of the guard, eyeing him eagerly : — ¢ who are
you, who so boldly promise support in such a
case as this?” '

I am the Vert Gallant of Hannut,” re-
plied the man-at-arms; and at the same mo-



THE REVOLT OF GHERT. 89

ment, stretching back his hand to the peasant
behind him, he received a broad green scarf
and plume, the one of which he fastened in-
stantly in his casque, and waved the other, for
a moment, high in the air before he threw it
over his shoulder,

The signal had an instantaneous effect. The
brown coarse coats of the peasants were thrown
off, and they appeared armed in steel corslets
and brassards, while the distinctive marks of the
well-known Green Riders of Hannut were seen
boldly displayed in the midst of the streets of
Ghent. Although where each of these men
was making his way onward, and at the point
where so many had already congregated, this
sudden change occasioned a considerable sen-
sation ; yet the great body of the crowd was
agitated by so many different feelings, and the
general tumult was at that moment so great,
that the transaction passed with only casual
notice. Almost every one throughout the
multitude was, indeed, moved by sensations of
his own; and each nearly at once gave voice to
those feelings, as his eye happened to catch
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different points in the scene that was passing
in the square.

- ¢ They are coming! they are coming!”
shouted some. —¢ Where ? where ?” exclaimed
others. — ¢“ Who the devil are these?” cried
those who saw the Green Riders. — ¢ Death to
the enemies of Ghent!” vociferated the fierce.
=~ ¢ Poor wretches! will no mercy be shown
to them ?” said the pitiful. — ¢ What a large
axe ! how pale they look! Who are those be-
hind ?” cried others of the crowd.

In the mean while, the mournful procession
came on. The new Eschevins of Ghent,
elected by the people themselves, mounted the
scaffold, and ranged themselves around, to see
the sentence they had lately pronounced car-
ried into execution. The two executioners
took their places by the blocks, and leaned
the axes which they bore, against them ; while
they made themselves ready to go through the
preparatory part of their sad function. The
condemned nobles followed after; and several
members of the municipal council — but Albert
Maurice was not amongst them — closed the
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whole, and occupied the only vacant space left
at the back of the scaffold. At the same mo-
ment a gentleman in splendid arms, half con-
cealed under a surcoat of costly embroidery, fol-
lowed by a number of richly-dressed attendants,
forced his way rudely through the crowd, and
thrust himself close to the foot of the scaffold,
on the opposite side to that where the Vert
Gallant had placed himself. He then crossed
his arms upon his broad, bull-like chest, and
stood gazing upon the awful scene that was
proceeding above, with a look of ruthless satis-
faction.

The Lord of Imbercourt at once advanced to
the front of the scaffold, and gazed round upon
the multitude before him. He was very pale,
itis true; but his step was as firm as when he
strode the council-chamber in the height of his
power: and not a quiver of the lip, not a
twinkle of the eyelid, betrayed that there was
such a thing as fear at his heart.

“ Must I die with my hands tied, like a
common felon ?” he said, addressing the execu-
tioner.
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“ Not if your Lordship is prepared to die
without offering resistance,” replied the other.

¢ I am prepared, sir,” answered Imbercourt,
“ to die as I have lived, calmly, honestly, fear-
lessly.”

The executioner began to untie his hands;
and the Vert Gallant, giving one glance round
the crowd, apparently to ascertain the proximity
of his followers, drew forward his sword-belt,
and loosened the weapon in the sheath. Im-
bercourt, at the same time, was advancing as
far as possible, as if to address the people, and
the whole multitude, seeing it, kept a profoun(i
silence ; when suddenly, in the midst of the
still hush — just as the Vert Gallant of Han-
nut was passing round the head of the file of
burgher guards, till he was within a few steps of
the scaffold itself — a sweet and plaintive voice,
which would have been inaudible under any
other circumstances, was heard from amongst
the crowd exclaiming, ¢ Oh, let me pass; for
God’s sake let me pass! they are murdering
my faithful servants. Let me pass in pity, in
mercy let me pass!”
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¢ It is the Princess! it is the Princess!”
cried a number of voices: “ let her pass! let
her pass!” and, by an involuntary movement of
feeling and compassion, the people drew hastily
back on either side, and Mary of Burgundy, in
the deep mourning of an orphan, with her
bright hair escaped from her veil, and flowing
wide over her shoulders, her face deluged in
tears, and her hands clasped in agony, rushed
forward into the open space, and, casting herself
upon her knees before the people of Ghent,
exclaimed aloud the only words she could utter,
¢ Oh, spare them — spare them!” *

“ Yes, yes,” cried an honest burgher from
the crowd, * we will spare them. Out upon
it ! has not the Prince always had power to show
mercy ? Hark ye, neighbours, pikes and swords
for Martin Fruse! On upon the scaffold! We
will save them !”

~ ¢¢ Back, false citizen; back!” cried the ca-
valier in the glittering dress we have described.

¢ It may be necessary to inform 'those who are not
deeply read in the chronicles of France, that this fact is
minutely accurate.
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¢ What, would you interrupt the course of jus-
tice? By the sun in Heaven they shall die the
death ;” and, drawing his sword, he threw him-
self between the people and the scaffold.

All was now tumult and confusion; and in
one instant it seemed as if a general spirit of
civil strife had seized upon every part of the
multitude. Some shouted, ¢ Mercy for them !
mercy for them!” Some, ¢ Justice! justice!
slay the traitors!” Pikes were crossed, and
swords were drawn on all sides. 'The burgher
guards were as divided as the people. Mary of
Burgundy was borne fainting behind the scaf-
fold; and those upon the scaffold itself seemed
paralysed by surprise and fear. But the green
scarfs and burgonets of the Riders of Hannut
were seen forcing their way forward through
the press, in spite of all opposition ; and at the
same moment the thundering voice of the Vert
Gallant was heard rising, above every thing
else, *“On, on to the scaffold, friends of
mercy !” he cried. ¢ Lord of Imbercourt, cast
yourself over, you are amongst friends !”

Imbercourt might have done so; but he was
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instantly seized by Maillotin du Bac, and one of
the executioners, who unhappily awoke from
their first consternation in time to prevent him
from seizing the opportunity which was unex-
pectedly presented to him. The Vert Gallant,
however, pushed forward, sword in hand. All
gave way, or went down before him; the pikes
opposed to his breast shivered like withered
boughs beneath his arm; and he was within
a yard of the spot where Imbercourt stood,
when he was encountered, hand to hand,
by the cavalier we have before mentioned ;
and each found that he had met an enemy very
different from the burghers by whom they were
surrounded. Each was powerful and skilful;
but the Vert Gallant had, by more than twenty
years, the advantage of his adversary ; and feel-
ing that the fate of Imbercourt must be decided’
in the twinkling of an eye — for the guards
and executioners were forcing him down to the
block — he showered his blows upon his adver-
sary with a thundering rapidity that in a mo-
ment brought him upon his knees. He was
still, however, between the young cavalier and
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the scaffold ; and, fierce with the eagerness of
the encounter, Hugh of Gueldres drew back
his arm, to plunge the point of his sword into
the throat of his opponent, when the voice of
one of the cavalier’s attendants exclaimed
aloud, ¢ Save the Duke, for God’s sake!
Save the Duke of Gueldres! Forbear, for-
bear !”

TheVert Gallant paused, gazing upon his pros-
trate enemy, with feelings that can be under-
stood, when we remember that it was his own
father, who, beaten down by his superiorstrength,
lay within an inch of his sword’s point, raised
for the purpose of terminating their struggle
by his parent’s death. His eyes grew dim—
his brain reeled — the sword dropped from his
hand, and he fell back upon the pavement,
without power or consciousness.

At the same moment, the axe of the execu~
tioner swung high in the air — there was a
dull, heavy blow — a rush of dark blood poured
over the scaffold; and the Lord of Imbercourt
was no more.
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CHAPTER IV.

It is a sad thing for a calm, retired student, to
sit down and depict the fierce and terrible pas-
sions which sometimes animate his fellow-beings;
and it is scarcely possible to tell how worn and
shaken his whole frame feels, after hurrying
through some scene of angry violence and wild
commotion. He meets, indeed, with compens-
ations in pursuing his task. There maybe a high
and indescribable pleasure in portraying the bet-
ter qualities of human nature in all their grand
and beautiful traits; in describing sweet sceneg
of nature, and in striving to find latent associ-
ations between the various aspects of the lovely
universe and the mind, the feelings, or the fate
of ourselves and our fellow-men. Nay, more,
there may be some touch of satisfaction — part
self-complacency, part gratified curiosity —in
tracing the petty qualities of humanity mingling
with the finer ones,the mighty and the mean
counterbalancing each other within the same
VOL, IIL. F
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bosom; and in discovering that the noblest of
recorded earthly beings is linked on to our little
selves by some fond familiar fault or empty
vanity. But at the same time, though not sowear-
ing as to paint the struggle of mighty energies
called forth on some great occasion, it is even
more painful, perhaps, to sit and draw the same
strong passions working by inferior means, and
employing the low and treacherous slave, Cun-
ning, instead of the bold bravo, Daring. To
such a picture, however, we must now turn.

It was on the evening of the day, whose san-
guinary commencement we have already noticed,
that, placed calmly by a clear wood fire, with
all the means of comfort, and even luxury
around him, Ganay, the druggist, sat ponder-
ing over the past and the future, Neither he
himself, nor Albert Maurice, had appeared at
the execution of Imbercourt and Hugonet —
the one careless of what else occurred, so that
his bitter revenge was gratified, the other natu-
rally abhorring scenes of blood. The druggist,
however, — though where it was necessary he
neither wanted courage to undertake, nor har-
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dihood to execute the most daring actions,—
was ever well pleased to let more careless fools
perform the perilous parts of an enterprise,
employing the time, which would have been
thus filled up by action, in thinking over the best
means of reaping his own peculiar harvest from
the seed sown by others. He now revolved
every circumstance of his present situation, and
scanned the future—that dim and uncertain
prospect—with steady eyes, determined to force
his way onward, through its mists and obsta~
cles, without fear and without remorse. The
predominant sensation in his bosom, however,
was gratification at the consummation of his long
sought revenge. The man whom he most hated
on earth, who had offered him a personal indig-
nity, and who had refused pardon to his som,
he had sent to join the unhappy magistrates
who had condemned that base and flagitious
boy ; and when he contemplated the difficulties
he had surmounted to bring about that act of
vengeance, — the schemes he had formed and
perfected,—the events which he had turned from

their natural course, by his sole art, to ac-
F2
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complish his purpose,— the men he had used as
instruments, and the passions he had bent to
his designs ; — when he contemplated, I say, the
whole course of his triumphant machinations,
there rose up in his bosom that pride of suc-
cessful villany, which is so often the ultimate
means of its own punishment by the daring
confidence which it inspires.

The maxim of Rochefoucault is applicable
to men as well as women. Where was there
ever the man who paused at one evil act?
Ganay had previously determined to limit all
his efforts to the death of the Eschevins and of
Imbercourt; but his very success in that en-
deavour had entailed the necessity, and fur-
nished the encouragement, to new, and, if pos-
sible, less justifiable acts. Nevertheless, it must
not be thought that there was no such thing as a
thrill of remorse ever entered his bosom. There
probably never yet was a man, however he
might brave it to the world, who, with a bosom
loaded with crimes, did not feel remorse, when
solitary thought left him a prey to memory.
Conscience is an Antzeus, that, though often cast
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to the earth by the Herculean passions of
man’s heart, rises ever again re-invigorated by
its fall; and he must be strong indeed who
can strangle it altogether. Remorse mingled
its bitter drop even with Ganay’s triumph ; and
while he gazed upon the crackling embers, the
joy of his successes faded away —a feeling of
age, and solitude, and crime, crept over his
heart ; and the memories of other years, the
hopes and dreams of boyhood and innocence,
rose up, and painfully contrasted themselves
with the mighty disappointment of successful
vice. Through life he had found many means
of stifling such murmurs of the heart, in the
excitement of new schemes and the intricacies
of tortuous policy; but now he had learned
another way of lulling the mind together with
the body, and, rising with his usual calm and .
quiet pace, he approached a cupboard, poured a
small silver cup half full of ardent spirits, and
then swallowed in its contents a certain portion
of that narcotic which he had found so soothing
under the first anguish of his son’s death, Then
carefully replacing the cup and the vial, he
F3
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again took his seat before the fire, and listened,
as if waiting for some visiter.
He was not kept long in expectation ; for,in
a very few minutes after, the door was opened
by the boy, and Maillotin du Bac entered with-
out farther announcement. The cheek of the
Prévét was flushed with wine, and his lip
curled with triumph ; but he had, by this time,
“learned the influence of Ganay in the affairs of
Ghent too completely to treat him with aught
“but the most profound deference. After some
formality, he took the seat that Ganay offered ;
and hypocras and wine having been brought in,
- with spiees and comfits, he helped himself
largely, and then, at the request of the drug-
gist, recapitulated the events connected with
the execution of the morning, which we need
not repeat.
¢ So now,” said the Prévét, in conclusion,
speaking of the unhappy Imbercourt, * he is
dead, and that score is cleared. Master Ganay,
I give you joy, with all my heart! Your son’s
death is nobly avenged, and you can sleep in
~ peace..  Now, give me joy in return.”
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- % Ido! Ido! Sir Prévot,” replied Ganay,
grasping the hand the other held out to him in
his thin fingers: ¢“ I 'do! I do, with all my
heart!”

. ¢ But stay! stay!” cried Maillotin du Bac,
¢ you do not yet know for what. Hark ye, Mas-
ter Ganay, revenge is sweet to every honourable
man. Did you ever hear tell of the Vert Gallant
of Hannut? Did you ever hear how he over-
powered me by numbers, and disgraced me as
a man and a knight? He delivered yon proud
Albert Maurice, too, when he was a less worm
than he is now. Well, he it was, who, as I
tell you, encountered the good Duke of Guel-
dres, and would have slain him, had not his
own foot slipped, or some one dashed him down,
and the Duke was rescued.”

¢ Well, well, what of him ?” cried the
druggist ; ¢ what has befallen him ?”

* Why, he is safe in the prison of the town-
house,” replied the Prévét, * and shall die
after seven day’s torture, if I live to the end;of
them. His fellows, somehow, cut their way
through, and got out of the press, every one of

F 4
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them ; but he himself was trodden down as he
lay, by the people, and was taken up by the
burgher guard half dead, after the crowd dis-
persed. 'We shall have to give him two or
three days to recover. There is no use of
killing him like a rat caught in a trap, you
know, and just knocking his head against the
stones, without letting him know why or where-
fore. No, no, we must give him time to re-
eover his strength and his senses, or he will
die upon the first wheel. But there is more,
there is more to be told still,” cried the Prévot,
rather heated by the wine, and seeing that the
other was about to reply: ¢ Who, think you, this
famous long concealed Vert Gallant proves to
be at last? Who but the nephew of that old
sorcerer, the Lord of Hannut — and by the
holy cross, if ever I live to see quiet times
again, that vile, heathenish wizard shall roast
in the market-place of Brussels, if there be
such a thing as law and religion in the land.
I knew it all the time! Bless you, Master
Ganay, I saw through it all, from the time I
was at the castle: I told the Lord of Imber-
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court, that his nephew was the brigand leader,—
you may ask him if I did not,—though, by the
way, he won’t answer, for he is dead —but I told
him, nevertheless, that I was sure it was the old
man’s nephew. —Master Ganay, here’s toyou!”

Ganay had turned somewhat pale as the
other spoke: but he showed no farther sign
of discomposure ; and replied, immeédiately, —
¢ His nephew! you must mistake. He has no
nephew. He once had a son! ” he added, in
a voice, the tremulous tone of which the Pré-
vot, whose faculties had not been rendered more
pellucid by the wine he had drunk, attributed to
the painful remembrance of his own loss,—* he
once had a son! But the boy died in infancy.”

¢ Nay, ” replied Maillotin du Bac, ¢ of that
I know nothing. All I know is that this youth
is his nephew —this Sir Hugh de Mortmar.”

¢ But I tell thee, good friend, it cannot be,”
rejoined the druggist, somewhat sharply. ¢ No
nephew has he. Surely I should know.”

¢ Well, well, 'tis all the same,” cried the
Prévot. “If not his nephew, he passes as
such; and die he shall, after the torture has

¥b
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<wracked his every limb. Ay, Master Ganay,
“ he shall die,” he added, clasping his strong and
sinewy hand tight, as if holding some sub-
stance which he was determined ta let no power
* on earth wring from his grasp ; “ he shall die,
although your precious president were to give
" his right hand to save him ; and if, out of what
he calls his fine feelings, he attempt to repay
" the good turn the Vert Gallant did him at
" Hannut, and free him from prison in return,
he may chance to stumble at that step himself,
and die along with him. I owe him something,
too, which I have not forgot. So let him look
to it.”

Ganay mused for several minutes over the
words of his companion, who spoke evidently
under the excitement both of passion and
drink. The wine, however, had not very deeply
affected his discretion ; and the moment after,
remembering the close connection between the -
druggist and Albert Maurice, the Prévét added,
¢ Not that I mean any harm to your friend,
Master Ganay, only let him not meddle with
my prisoner, thatis all, I am sure I have not
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_sought any vengeance against him himself,
simply because he is your friend ; and will not,
if he keep his hands from interfering with my
- affairs,”

Still Ganay was silent, and remained musing,
with his eyes bent upon the fire, till he per-
ceived that Maillotin du Bac, —somewhat dis-
composed by his companion’s taciturnity, and
imagining that he had made a blunder in regard
to Albert Maurice, — was again about to apply
to the bowl of spiced wines, as the best means

_ of restoring his confidence and composure. At
that moment the druggist, stretching out his
hand, caught him gently by the arm, saying,
¢¢ Stay, stay, Master Prévdt, we have both had
enough of that for the present; and as we
may have many things to speak of which require

cool heads, let us refrain till all is settled, and
then drink our £Il."

 Well, well, 'tis the same to me,” rejoined
the Prévét, relinquishing the bowl, and taking

_ his seat once again. ‘ What would you say,

Master Ganay? Command me; for you know

- that we are linked together by the same

F 6 '
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interests, and, therefore, are not likely to
differ.”

¢ Well, then, listen for a moment, good
Sir Maillotin, while I just tell you a few things
concerning this Lord of Hannut, which, though
they belong to the days past, do not the less
bear upon the days present.”

The druggist then paused, and again mused
for a moment in deep thought, ere he pro-
ceeded; and in his countenance there was that
air of deep calculating thought, which may
often be seen in the face of a skilful chess-
player, when pausing, with suspended finger,
over some critical move. At length he went
on. “We must both serve each other, Sir
Maillotin ; and if you will aid me in what I
propose, I will help you to what you wish,
though you dare not even hope for it.”

¢¢ Speak, speak ! Master Ganay,” replied the
Prévét; «and fear not that I will refuse to serve
you willingly and well. 'We have drawn vastly
well together yet; and there is no danger of
our not doing so to the end.”

Still, however, the druggist hesitated for
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some minutes ; for though he could assume a-
false frankness as well as any one, he was not,
by nature, at all communicative, and what he
had resolved, upon long deliberation, to propose
to the Prévét, required a more full confidence
than he could place in any one without pain,
« I will tell you a story,” he said, at length, —
¢ I will tell you a story, good Maillotin du Bac.
Listen then. 'Tis just two-and-thirty years
ago since I first heard much of this Lord of
Hannut, who was then a bright, brave young
cavalier, whose life was not to be counted on
for two hours together, so much was his courage
better than his prudence. He had — as well
you know he still has — ample wealth and
large possessions, while his cousin, the present
Duke of Gueldres, whose father was then living,
was so munificent a prince, as often to be pinched
for a hundred florins. Report said that the
young Duke, who was then heir to Hannut,
piously wished that his gallant cousin might find
the road to heaven speedily. But, as fate would
have it, the Lord of Hannut one day unexpectedly
mamed, and within a year, his fair lady made
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~him the fatheri of a son, of which she was
delivered at their pleasure-house of Lindenmar.
_All this went mightily against the stomach of
the good young Lord of Gueldres, whose father,
‘then living, kept him on scanty means ; when,
by another strange turn of fate, the pleasure-
. house of Lindenmar was burnt to the ground,
and the infant son of the young Lord of Hannut

perished in the flames. As fortune would have ‘

it, a detachment of Duke Philip’s army was
. marching over the hill, within sight, at the
time, and with it was my good Lord of
Grueldres, together with Thibalt of Neufchatel,
and a number of other knmights and nobles.
As soon as the fire was discovered, they all
gelloped down to put out the flames; and my
Lord of Gueldres might have passed for as
zealous a friend as the rest, had he not been
fool enough to cry out, as if in jest, to let the
. whole place burn, so that he had the lands of
Hannut.” 4

¢¢ He had better have kept that to himself,”
_4nterrupted the Prévdt, shaking his head saga-
ciously. ¢ No man has a worse enemy than
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his own tongue. The good Duke should harve

-learned better than to let people kmow his
wishes, for they are never long in discovering
one’s designs afterwards.”

¢¢ He has marred all his good fortune through
life,” replied Ganay, ‘ by those rough sayings

-of his. For though he says no more than other

men think, yet he makes all men that hear
him his enemies, by exposing their fee'lmgs
while confessing his own.

« However,” continued the druggist, after this
sage and liberal observation, ¢ down he came
with the rest, of course, to make them think
what he had said was a mere joke, and
plunged into the flames with the foremost. - All
was confusion, and no one knew what the other
was doing. The Lord of Hannut himself was
stunned by the fall of a beam upon his head, and
was with difficulty dragged out by his servants.

" Thibalt of Neufchatel, his great friend and
brother-in-arms, carried out the lady unhurt,
through the midst of the flames: but the heir
of Hannut perished ; and, for some hours, no
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one could tell what had become of Adolphus of
Gueldres.”

¢ Why, you describe it all, as well as if you
had been there yourself,” said Maillotin du
Bac.

¢« I was there,” replied the druggist dryly;
¢ but you shall hear. What put it into Thibalt
of Neufchitel’s head, I know not: but after
saving the lady, he rushed back again into the
house; and finding me-in the further wing he
dragged me out by the hair of the head, vowing
that I had kindled the fire. Now you must
know that I was then a humble friend and do-
mestic surgeon to the young Duke of Gueldres;
and when they searched my person, they found
a number of letters which they thought of very
doubtful meaning, and a few drugs, the use of
which their ignorance could not comprehend,
and which they wanted much to prove were
materials for secretly lighting a flame. The
good Duke, too, was not present; and under.
all these circumstances, they had nearly killed
me on the spot. I took it all silently, for a
man can but die once in this world, and very
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little does it matter when that once may fall.
All 1 said was, to call my young Lord, for that
he would clear me; and they agreed, at length,
to spare me till the Duke,that is at present,
could be found. He was not heard of, how-
ever, till the next day, when it was discovered
that he had retired to a neighbouring village
much scorched by the flames. He instantly
despatched a letter to the Lord of Neufchitel,
informing him, that he himself had sent me to
enquire after the health of his fair cousins, the
Lord and Lady of Hannut, which was the
cause that I had not been seen accompanying
him with the rest of the army. The servants
of the household of Lindenmar vouched for
my coming the evening before on that errand,
and gave a good report of my proceedings. The
Lord of Hannut himself joined to exculpate
me ; and I easily found means to convince Thi-
balt of Neufchatel that he had grossly ill-treated
me, and foully aspersed my character. Had he
continued to treat me ill, I might have devised
a way to satisfy myself; but, on the contrary,
as soon as he was convinced of my innocence,
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nothing would serve him to testify his sorrow
for what had occurred, and to compensate the
injury he had inflicted. He kept his eye upon
‘me through life, and, I may well say, has been
the origin of all my fortunes. The proofs he
gathered together of the charge against me,
and of my innocence, he has always kept in his
own possession ; and I have not chosen to press
for their being given up to me, lest it should
seem that I was afraid of any thing therein
contained. Do you understand me 2"

“ Quite well,” replied Maillotin du Bac,
drawing his clear hawk’s eyes together, with a
shrewd glance upon the druggist’sface; * quite
well. What more?”

¢ Why, this,” answered the druggist: — ¢ I
love not to be in the power of any man. While
Adolphus of Gueldres was in prison, and likely
to remain there,— while Thibalt of Neufchatel
was living, and likely to live, — the matter did
not much signify ; but now that Adolphus of
Grueldres is free, and that Thibalt of Neuf-
chitel is dying of the wounds he received at
Nancy, it might be as well that those papers
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were in my own possession. Thus, then, it
must be managed, Sir Prév6t; you must find
some excuse to take possession of his house with
your men-at-arms the moment the breath is
out of his body; and while you are sealing up
the effects, I may be looking for the papers.”

¢ But what, suppose Ikeep them in my pos-
session for you?” demanded Maillotin du Bac,
with one of his shrewd looks.
" ¢« Why, then,” replied the druggist calmly,
“1 cannot aid you in overthrowing Albert
Maurice, and in obtaining possession of his
person and his wealth,”

¢¢ T ynderstand,” said the Prévot; ¢ we are
agreed. But what surety have I that you will
do so when you have the papers?”

¢ This,” answered Ganay, without any ox-
pression of indignation at a doubt of his
honesty, which he felt to be perfectly natural,
but, at the same time, approaching closer to the
Prévét, and speaking in a low, but clear and
emphatic tone,—¢¢ this, that Albert Maurice —
by what means I know not — has discovered my
secret, and must die.”
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 Good ! good!” replied the Prévdt; ¢ ’tis

better than a bond! We are agreed, we are
agreed, mine excellent good friend. But, hark
ye, Ganay, there is one bad stone in the arch.
This Thibalt of Neufchédtel — this good Count
Thibalt — is marvellously better to-day. It
would seem that the death of Imbercourt and
Hugonet had done him good ; for about the
time of the axe falling he began to mend.”
. Ganay, as was his habit when he heard any
unpalatable tidings, replied nought, but fixed
his eyes upon the fire, and mused. ¢ He is an
old man,” said the druggist, at length, speaking
in a low and quiet voice,— ¢¢ he is an old man,
this good Count Thibalt.”

Ay, doubtless is he,” replied Maillotin du
Bac, who was one of those people who take a
keen delight in discovering difficulties and ob-
jections solely for the sake of giving pain and
disappointment ; ¢ but he is a hale old man,
and may live these twenty years, if he get over
this bout.”

¢¢ He must have had enough of life,” conti-
nued Ganay, in the same meditative tone. * It
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is time he were asleep. Adolphus of Gueldres
has visited his sick couch more than once : it is
time he were asleep.”

The Prévot was silent; and Ganay, after
considering his hawk-like features for a moment
or two with an enquiring glance, added quietly,
¢ Well, well, Sir Maillotin, we will see. These
sudden gleams of convalescence often precede
death in the badly wounded. I know these
matters better than you do, my good friend;
and I have no faith in this sudden and strange
amendment. Let us keep ourselves in readi-
ness, and wait the result. You will be prepared
at a moment’s notice,” he added, in a more sharp
and decided tone, throwing off at once the quiet
conversational manner of his former speech:
¢¢ perchance he may die to-morrow — perchance
the next day; but be you on the watch, and
ever ready to secure the house.”

] will! T will!” answered Maillotin du
Bac; and then speaking to the druggist’s pur-
pose more than to his words, he added, “I
will be ready to secure the house and all that,
Master Ganay; but I can do no more in this
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business. To take men off except by the cord
or the steel, when they have merited their fate,
is out of my line of operations.”

¢ 'Who required you to do so?” demanded
the druggist, gravely. ¢ No, no, Sir Prévét,
men may die without your help or mine either.
So, now to the bowl! We understand each
other, and that is enough. Be you ready when
I send to warn you that the good Count is
dead. If he live, you know — which is likely
— vastly likely ; —if he live ~— why all the rest
is in the moon. Sir Prévot, I carouse to your
good rest this night. Do me justice — do me
justice in the bowl!”

Thus ended their more important convers-
ation; and all that passed farther referred to
the mysteries of the tankard, and need not be
here inflicted on the reader. It may be neces-
sary to observe, however, that the druggist,
did not suffer the Prévét Maréchal to leave
his house till he had imbibed a sufficient
quantity of various kinds of intoxicating liquors
to require the aid of two stout men to bear him
home ; and that Ganay himself was, at the same
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time, incapable of quitting the chair in which
he sat. It may be asked, was a man of such
subtle schemes an habitual drunkard, then? Far
from it, though he could drink as deep as any
one when some object might be gained by so
doing : but he was one of those men whose
limbs only became inebriated, if we may use
such an expression, while their brain remains
unclouded ; and the debauch in which he in-
dulged was one of calculation, not pleasure.
He had soon seen that, in the case of the
Prévot, the prudent guard which was usually
Pplaced upon his lips was half asleep at his post
long before their conversation was over; and
though he believed that he could trust to old
habits of caution to keep his companion from
any indiscreet babbling, either drunk or sober,
yet he determined not to let him leave his
dwelling till utterance itself was drowned in
wine. Of himself he had no fear ; and, lean-
ing on his boy, he tottered to his bed in
silence,
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CHAPTER V.

Omn, the dull silent hours of the night, when
not a sound stirs upon the heavy air to steal
one thought from man’s communion with his
own dark heart ! — when the stern silence ren-
ders the sleep that covers all the world more
like one universal death, and every thing around
us bids our conscience scan the brief records
of our past existence, and prejudge us for the
long eternity! The days had been, when, on
a clear spring-tide night, like that, — while all
the countless stars seemed living diamonds in the
heaven,"— Albert Ma.uﬁce, full of fine soul and
noble aspirations, would have gazed forth en-
chanted ; and, without one heavy tie between his
heart and the low earth, would have bade his
spirit soar up in grand calm dreams to heaven —
when, between him and the multitude of bright
orbs that sparkled before his eyes, there would
have beenfelt a communion anda sympathy ; and
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when the knowledge that each wandrous frame
was the creation of the same Almighty hand
would have awakened in his bosom a feeling of -
kindred with the living lights of the sky. But
now, how heavy was the night! how dark!
how hopeless ! how reproachful! There was a
voice even in the solemn stillness; and the -
blood, which yet reeked upon the scaffold be-
neath the very windows of the apartment where
he sat, seemed crying up, through the silence
of the universe, to the Judge enthroned above
those eternal stars. ,
He was left, too, entirely alone, and had been
so during the greater part of the day; for such
was the awful sensation produced in Ghent by
the events of the morning, that all the shops
were shut, and every kind of business was very
generally suspended. Even the affairs of the
city seemed to be heglected by general consent.
Neither the council of the town, nor the deputies
of the states, returned to comsult over the
future; nor was it the higher functionaries
alone that seemed to feel this sort of bewildered
apathy. The clerks and secretaries were absent ;
VOL. III, e}
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not above one or two of the many couriers
usually in attendance were now found in readi-
ness; and Albert Maurice, after having en-
deavoured, in vain, to occupy his mind with
business during the day, found himself, at night,
left in utter solitude, to revolve the tragedy of
the morning, without any other thing to distract
his thoughts, or any voice to plead his cause
against the accusation of his own conscience,
He strove, however, to convince himself that
he had acted justly. He read over the evidence
against the dead. He read.over the sentence
of the judges. He thought over all the many
specious reasons that had before seemed to af-
ford a thousand clear and patriotic excuses for
sweeping away those whose views were likely
to thwart his own: but the reasons had lost
their force ; the sentence was manifestly unjust;
the evidence was broken and inconclusive. At
all events, he thought the act was not his; the
award had been pronounced by the lawful ma~
gistrates of the land; and he had taken no
part either in the judgment or its execution.
But that pretext would not avail a moment be-
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fore the stern inquisitor within ; and he felt that
he, in whom the real power lay, if he did not
interpose to shield the innocent, made himself
responsible for their blood.

The heart of man cannot long endure such
racking self-examination ; and the most dan-
gerous resource, but the only refuge from
present pain, is flight from thought. As sad
an hour’s commune with himself as ever
sinful human being passed, ended in a resolu-
tion to think no more of the unchangeable
hours of the past, and to fix his mind upon
the present. After pausing for a moment,
during which his ideas wandered confusedly
over a number of objects, without finding any
subject of contemplation of sufficient import-
ance to hold his thoughts, for an instant, from
the engrossing theme that ever called them
back with painful importunity, some sudden
memory seemed to come across him; and, tak-
ing up one of the lamps, he proceeded into the
antechamber, in which waited several of his
attendants, Giving the light to a page, with
orders to go on before, the young citizen paced

' ¢ 2
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slowly through several of the halls and cor-
ridors of the town-house, his footfall, ever firm
and proud, taking now a more heavy and de-
termined step, from the feeling of the dark,
stern deeds which he had done. Descending
one of the staircases, he came to that portion
of the building which was set apart as the
municipal prison; and, proceeding to a small
chamber or lodge, he demanded the keys of the
gaoler, who was dozing by the fire,

The man immediately delivered them ; and,
passing onwards, the President of the States
entered the gloomy dwelling, and descended
the staircase which led to the lowest chambers
of the prison. He was surprised, however, to
perceive a light; and, in a moment after, in the
low passage which ran between six or seven
small heavy archways leading to the cells, his
eye fell upon a trooper of the Prévot’s guard,
seated upon a stone-bench at the end, employed
in furbishing the steel of his partizan by the
light of a lamp above his head.

. The man instantly started on his feet; and,
challenging the party that approached, advanced
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‘his weapon, till it nearly touched the bosom of
the page. But Albert Maurice, stepping past
the boy, put the pike aside, and demanded,
sternly, what the soldier did there, in the mu-
nicipal prison.

He was there, the man replied, by order
of his captain, and was commanded to give ad-
mission to none, but the gaoler with food for
the prisoner,

“ Your officer is somewhat too bold!” re-
plied the young burgher, ¢ and must answer
for having dared to place a sentry where he
himself has no authority. Get thee gone,
good fellow—you know me—get thee gone;
and let me not see your face within these walls

again.
" The man at first hesitated; and at length

refused to obey, alleging, civilly, the com-
mands of his own captain, which he was bound
to follow. Well knowing the station and power
of the person” whom he addressed, he spoke
with courtesy and respect; but Albert Mau-
rice was in that state of dissatisfied irritation,

which the first reproaches of conscience leave
¢3
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upon a fine and energetic mind ; and, returning
to the upper chambers, he instantly summoned
a guard, caused the soldier to be disarmed,
and confined him in one of the very dungeons
he had been placed to watch.
* There was a stern fierceness in the whole
proceeding, unlike his usual decisive but mild
demeanour ; and those who watched him well
remarked, that upon his mind and character,
through the whole course of his life, that day
had left a trace which no after-events could
obliterate. 'When he had seen his orders
obeyed, he dismissed the guard, and bidding
the page wait him on the stairs, he advanced
alone to one of the cells and applied the
various keys he carried to the lock. It was
some time before he found the right one; and
he thought he heard more than one low groan,
‘while employed in opening the door. At length,
howevér, he succeeded, and entered the dun-
geon, which was dark and dismal enough.
Stripped of arms, both offensive and defensive,
and stretched upan a pile of straw, lay the gal-
lant and enterprising Hugh de Mortmar, as we
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have generally called him, with everylimb power-
less and rigid, in consequence of the trampling
and blows he had received while trodden under
foot in the market-place. His fine head leaned
languidly-upon his arm, while, with a motion
which, however slight, seemed full of anguish, he
turned a little as he lay, to see who it was that
visited his prison. The light, for a moment, daz-
zled his eyes; but when he perceived the face of
Albert Maurice, a slight smile of pleasure played
on his lip, It was a face he knew —it was a
being on whom he had some claim that came to
visit him ; and it is only necessary to think over
his situation — friendless, a prisoner, and alone,
with every mental power oppressed, and every
corporeal faculty rigid and benumbed — to com-
prehend what joy such a sight would give,
however criminal he might hold some of his
visiter's deeds to be.

The young citizen set down the lamp, and
seated himself on a rude wooden settle, which
was the only article of furniture that the
place contained. = Bending down his head over

G 4
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the prisoner, he said, in a kind and gentle tone,
—* Do you remember me ?"

¢ Well—very well,” replied the young cava-
Her, faintly ; ¢ we have changed stations since
we met.” '

“ You shall find me ready,” replied Albert
Maurice, ‘“to follow the good example you
then set me, and to give you back freedom, for
the freedom you then gave me.”

Hugh de Mortmar shook his head mourn-
fully, and cast his eyes upon his stiff and rigid
Himbs, as if to express the impossibility of his
accepting the proffered liberation.

¢ Fear not, fear not!™ said Albert Maurice,
in reply to this mute language. ¢ Fear not; in
two or three days you will be able to use your
limbs as freely as ever, and I will find means to
remove from them all other thraldom.”

“ But my father,” said Hugh de Mortmar.
¢ Tell me, I beseech you, tell me!—1Is he-safe ?
Is he unhurt 2”

-¢¢ Your father !"” repeated Albert Maurice, in
some surprise,—* your father ?” :
T Yes, yes,” cried the prisoner, raising him-
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self as well as he could upon his arm,—‘ my
‘father — the Duke of Gueldres ! — Is he safe?
Is he unhurt? I struck him down before I
knew him; but I do not think he was in-
jured.” : -

‘¢ No, no,” replied the young citizen, ¢ the
Duke is safe and well. But this, indeed, is a
strange tale. I do not comprehend you well, I
fear,” he added, inclined to believe that the
injuries the prisoner had received had rendered
him delirious. ¢ Can the Duke of Gueldres
be your father? I never heard that he had
more than one child, who was slain, they say,
by one of the cruel soldiers of the late Duke
of Burgundy’s father, when Adolphus of Guel-
dres himself was taken near Namur. I re-
member all the circumstances; for there was
many an event occurred about that time which
impressed the whole story more deeply on my
memory than other things that have happened
since. I was then a boy, travelling with my
uncle through the forest of Hannut, and we
had been at Namur not three days before.”

““ Ha! and were you that boy?” demanded

¢ b :
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the young cavalier. ¢ I remember you well.
You fell into the hands of the free companions
with whom I then was, and were sent on safely °
by them, and by my father’s noble cousin, the
Lord of Hannut. Mind you the boy who
joined you, with good Matthew Gournay, when
" you were sitting round the freebooter's fire in
the forest 2”
* Well, perfectly well,” replied Albert Mau-
rice.

¢¢ Then, that was the son of Adolphus of
Gueldres,” replied the prisoner, ¢ escaped from
the hands of the sworders of the Duke of Bur-
gundy, and flying to seek and find protection
and concealment with his father’s cousin, the
Lord of Hannut, Such was the boy, and I
am he.”

¢¢ Such' things are very strange,” said Albert
Maurice ; ¢ and if you knew all that I know,
you would say so. Most strange, indeed !” he
muttered to himself, ¢¢ that the bereaved father
should become a second parent to the son of
him who made him childless. Butlet your heart
zest satisfied$” he added aloud; ¢ your father
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is well and safe’; and you have not even an
unconscious crime to reproach yourself with.”

He spoke mournfully, and then fell into a
deep, long fit of thought, from which he was
only roused by the young cavalier demanding,
whether the noble Lord of Imbercourt had
been saved, after all? 'What were the thoughts
at that moment in the bosom of Albert Mau-
rice — whether his mind rested painfully on the
consciousness that he could no longer boast of a
guiltless heart, and pondered, with all the bitter,
wringing agony of crime, upon the blessed
sweetness of innocence — can only be guessed;
but an involuntary groan burst from the lips of
the young citizen at the question of the pri-
soner, and he clasped his hand upon his eyes.
Removing them an instant after, he replied,
gazing somewhat sternly upon his compa,nion,_

—¢¢ He died as he deserved.”

Hugh of Gueldres replied not; but, feeble
as he was, returned the stern glance of Albert
Maurice, with one still more severe and re-
proachful. The young citizen recovered him-
self, however, at once, banished the frown from

¢ 6
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his brow, and for the moment even stifled the
regret within his bosom. ¢ Let us not speak,
my Lord,” he said, * on matters of painful
discussion. The man you asked for was tried
and condemned by lawful judges, upon what
they - considered sufficient evidence. He suf-
fered this morning according to his sentence.
Suffice it, that I had no personal hand either in
his doom or execution.”

- ¢ Thank Grod for that !” said Hugh de Mort-
mar; * for I do believe that I should look upon
even liberty as stained, if received from the
bands of one who, for envy or ambition, could
do two such noble men to death as died this
day in Ghent.”

The blood rushed violently up to the face and
temples of Albert Maurice; and, for a moment,
he felt so giddy, that he started up and leaned
against the wall for support. What he had
said was true, indeed, to the letter; but con-
science told him, that he was not alone an
accessory, but a principal in the death of Im-
bercourt ; and, though he had spoken truth, he
nevertheless felt that he had deceived. There
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was again a bitter struggle in his bosom ; but

it was soon over, for the presence of another

person shamed him into conquering the upbraid-
ings of his own heart.

"~ ¢ Let us say no more on that subject, my
Lord,” he rejoined, as soon as he had somewhat
recovered his calmness. ¢ It is a matter on

_which you and I cannot, I fear, agree. I am
bound, in justice to the states of Flanders and
the magistrates of Ghent, to say boldly, that
I think they have done nobly, firmly, and well ;
and though I took no part in the act itself, yet
the opinion of no man on earth will make me
shrink from avowing that I would have done
the same. But all this has nothing to do with
the feelings between you and me. Suffice it,
that I owe you a deep debt of gratitude, which
I am ready and willing to pay. You shall be
instantly removed from this dungeon to a more
convenient chamber, where you shall be tended
with all care, till such time as you have
recovered strength. If you will, your existence
and your situation shall be immediately com-
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municated to the Duke of Gueldres. But still,
I think ”
¢¢ No, no,” answered the prisoner, quickly ;

‘ no, no ; if there be any other means whatever
of obtaining my freedom, without revealing
who I am, let me still remain concealed for &
certain space. I know not well whether the
news of my existence might, or might not, be
well received. There are new plans and views
abroad, I find, with which my appearance
might interfere. My father, I hear, aimsat
the hand of the heiress of Burgundy.”

A scornful smile curled the lip of Albert
Maurice, while the other proceeded :—¢ And I
know not how he might love to hear, that a son
he has believed to be dead for twenty years,
had now arisen to cumber his inheritance. Let
us pause for a time and see. Nor, indeed, would
I willingly be found a prisoner.”

¢ I think you judge rightly, my Lord,” re-
plied the young citizen;  though the Duke of
Gueldres will never marry Mary of Burgundy.
But, as to your freedom,” he added, cutting
short something that the prisoner was about to
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reply, ¢ for that I will pledge my life; and
when once more beyond the walls of Ghent,
you can act as you will in regard to discovering
yourself.”

The motives of Hugh of Gueldres for wishing
to conceal his existence from his father for
some time longer, were certainly those which he
had stated ; but perhaps he might also be in-
fluenced by another feeling. In mingling with
men who knew him not for what he was, the
name of his father had never reached his ears,
but coupled with some opprobrious epithet, or
in conjunction with some evil deed; and per-
haps a lingering disinclination to claim kindred
with such a man might make him still glad to
leave his station unacknowledged to the world.

Some farther conversation then ensued be-
tween the President of Ghent and the son of
the Duke of Gueldres; and though Albert
Maurice became often thoughtful and ab-
stracted — though there was a varying and
uncertain tone in every thing he said, unlike -
his usual calm and dignified manner; yet,
from the nature of the subjects to which they
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now both restricted themselves, there was some-
thing sweet and pleasing in the commune
which they indulged. They spoke of the early
days in which they had first met — of the times,
and the scenes, and the pleasures, and the hopes
of other years; and a kindly sympathy breath-
ing from the past, made for them, even in
the prison, and separate as they were by state,
by station, by education, and by prejudices, a
peculiar atmosphere in which they seemed to
live alone. Hugh de Mortmar felt it strongly,
and seemed to revive under its influence. His
voice became firmer, and his eye regained its
light, -

¢ And what,” said Albert Maurice, after
they had conversed some time on’the scenes in
the forest of Hannut,—¢ and what has become
of that good stout soldier, Matthew Gournay,
who was, in some sort, a friend of my worthy
uncle Martin Fruse ?”

“ He was with me, this day, in Ghent,”
replied the prisoner; ¢ and I trust in God has
escaped beyond the gates. Many a time also
has he been the means by which I have com-
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municated to you, through your uncle, those
proceedings which I thought it necessary that
you should know. Once, not a month since,
he was within the walls of Ghent; but could
not obtain a private interview with you. Thus
it was that you received tidings of the march
of the base King of France. Thus, of the
coming of his barber ambassador. Thus, too,
did I send you a copy of that degraded slave’s
instructions.”

“Then I owe you far more than I ever
dreamed of,” replied the young citizen, ¢ and
I will peril my life but I will repay it. Never-
theless,” he added, after a moment’s thought,
in which suspicions, vague indeed, but strong,
of the motives and designs of the druggist
Ganay, rose up before his mind ;—*¢ never-
theless, although for the time I am powerful in
the city, yet several days must elapse ere you
can mount a horse. I have many enemies, too,
many false friends, many dangerous rivals;
and I would fain place your security beyond
the chance of any thing that may happen to
myself. Think you,” he added, musing, ¢ that
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Marhew Gournay, with twenty of his picked
the gates of Ghent, and, habited Like followers
of my own, be ready to aid in your deliverance,
whether I be alive or dead.” )

¢ If he have escaped,” replied the prisoner,
“ he would come at my bidding, were it into
the jaws of hel. But you most make me
certain of his safety, Sir Citizen.”

“ That he has escaped, rest assured,” re-
plied Albert Maurice; * for no one but yourself
was taken : and as for his future security,” he
added, with a smile, ¢ what object think you
I could have in shortening an old man’s
days?”

A bitter reply rose in the heart of the young
cavalier, as he thought of the unhappy Lord of
Imbercourt; but he felt it would be ungene- .
rous to give it utterance, and he refrained.

¢ I trust you, sir!” he replied; ¢ I saved
you at a moment when you were an oppressed
and injured man ; and to doubt you now in
such a case would be a kind of blasphemy
against the God who made the human heart.
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Take this ring, and send it by some sure mes-
senger —a young boy, perchance, were best,
though I do not think they would maltreat any
one but an open enemy — but send it by some
page in a small skiff down the Scheldt at two
hours after dusk. The boat will undoubtedly
be stopped — and let the page give the ring to
Matthew Gournay — whom he will find in the
woods between this and Heusden, if he escaped
unhurt from Ghent. — Let the boy add a mes-
sage, bidding him, in my name, render him-
self, with twenty of his comrades, to the house
of good Martin Fruse, at any hour that you
may appoint. Fear not that he will meet you,
and then take counsel with him as you may
think fit.”

Some more explanations ensued; but as
Albert Maurice perceived that the prisoner was
exhausted with so long a conversation, he soon
after bade him farewell, and left him. ¢ For
two days,” he said, as he turned to depart,
¢ in all probabhility, I shall not visit you; for it
may be well not to excite any suspicion of my
design. But you shall be watched carefully
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night and day, that no foul practice be em-
ployed against you; and at the end of the
third day I trust to find you well enough to
bear at least a short walk to the river side.
In the mean time, as they have deprived you of
your arms, for greater security take this.”
And he placed in his hands a broad double-
edged Venetian poniard, adding,—*¢ Fear not to
use it, should any one attempt to injure you;
for if they do, the means they employ must be
of that kind which does not court examination ;
and now, once more, farewell !”

The young citizen then retired ; and though
the more kindly and noble feelings ‘which his
conversation with Hugh of Gueldres had
awakened — feelings untainted by the world’s
ambition or its policy — could not, it is true,
stifle entirely the cry of remorse ; "yet there had
been a balm in it all, that sent him forth
soothed and softened. He retired not to his
chamber till he had given orders that care and
attendance should be shown to the prisoner,
and that he should be removed to a better
chamber ; but when, at length, he cast himself
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upon his bed, fatigue, and the feeling that his
heart was not all bitterness, brought sleep,
though it was disturbed ; and he woke not till
the dawn looked in, and roused him from
slumber.

Already, when he rose, the first poignancy
of regret was gone; and the wound in his
heart had grown stiff and numb. The voice of
self-love was more ready to plead extenuation ;
and hope, always far more potent than memory,
told him that mighty things might yet be
derived_for love and for his country, from the
very deeds he so deeply regretted. At all
events, .policy whispered that he must not let
the moments slip; and, though the immortal
worm, remorse, was yet slowly preying on his -
heart, he rose prepared to forget the pang, in
all the active energy of watchful policy and
great ambition.

Even while he was dressing, messenger after
messenger, from different parts of the country,
bearing news, not alone of the movements of
friends and enemies, but also of the preparations
which he himself had been labouring to com-
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plete, was admitted to his presence. After col-
lecting the tidings that each one bore him, with
a minute memory that never failed, and ar~
ranging every particular in his own mind with
that methodical accuracy which rendered the
whole available at a moment’s notice, he de-
scended early to the hall —where he expected
soon to meet many envious and suspicious
visiters — feeling that Lie possessed a store of
ready information on every subject, which he
knew must confound and overbear them all.
Strange to say — or, perhaps, not strange at all
— the state of painful irritation which he now
suffered appeared to render all the faculties of
his mind more acute and powerful. Naturally
energetic, he had acquired a new degree of
energy, from the necessity of withdrawing all
his thoughts from the past, and fixing them on
the present or the future; and his compre-
hension of the most confused narrative seemed
more clear, his orders to the most stupid mes-
senger more precise, than ever they had ap-
peared in the whole course of his public career.

An assembly of all the deputies from Flanders
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.and Brabant had been appointed for that day ;
but during the morning a number of persons
crowded the great hall in a desultory manner,
long before any géneral meeting of the States
took place; and amongst the first that ap-
peared was Maillotin du Bac, with an air
which expressed both a knowledge that he had
overstepped his authority, and a determination
to resist every effort to curb his nearly gratified
revenge.

At another moment, Albert Maurice might
have alone despised him, and crushed him
beneath his.feet as a mere worm ; but he well
knew that great power often trips at a small
obstacle. He felt, too, that the height he had
reached was a giddy one; and that it might re~
quire to stand some time on the dizzy pinnacle
of power, in order to acquire that firmness of
footing which alone could justify him in despis-
ing inferior enemies. His very elevation offended
many ; and, seeing that the contention must
soon commence between himself and the Duke
of Gueldres on the one hand, and the Duke of
Cleves on the other, he determined to leave
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the way unencumbered by any minor difficulties.
Not that he proposed for a moment to abandon
his purpose towards the prisoner he had left
the night before ; but he resolved to free him
by quiet policy, more than by bold and sweep-
ing power.

¢ Sir Prévét,” he said, as soon as their
first salutation had passed, ¢ you did wrong,
last night, in placing a sentry within the walls
of the municipal prison; and also somewhat
harshly, in confining an untried prisoner in one
of the lower dungeons. Hear me, sir, to an end,”
he added, seeing the other about to make some
dogged reply : ¢ I have no intention of bringing
the matter of your boldness before the council,
as I might have done; but the thing must not
be repeated. Should any like event arise again,
I will take care the magistracy of Ghent shall
examine strictly what punishment is to be in-
flicted on those who have frequently dared to
infringe their privileges! Mark me, and re-
member! for I will not pass it over a second
time. Now, then, before the States assemble,
take one of my officers and visit the prisoner,
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See whether he is able to undérgo examination
to-day ; and make me your report.”

The Prévot was very glad to avoid any
collision with the eschevins of Ghent, and at
the same time to see a fair prospect of his
revenge being accomplished; but as it was far
from the wish of Maillotin du Bac that his
prisoner should be examined before the States
at all, he instantly determined to report him as
much too ill to meet the proposed investigation.

At the same time, there was something in
the demeanour of the young citizen that sur-
prised him. As men of shrewd but mean
minds sometimes are, in their estimation of
nobler characters, he was right in his general
appreciation of Albert Maurice, and usually per-
ceived the great object that the President was
likely to seek in any particular contingency,
without, however, at all comprehending. the
inferior means he would employ to accomplish
his purpose. So much the contrary, indeed,
that after having judged rightly of the ultimate
design, he would often become puzzle and
doubtful in regard to the accuracy of his judg-

VOL. III, H
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ment even on that point, because the course
pursued by the young citizen was almost always
totally different from the method which he him-
self would have followed in order to arrive at
the same object, and totally opposed to all the
axioms of his own meaner policy.

- Thus, in the present instance, he had sought
the town-hall so early, under the perfect cons
viction that the President of Ghent would
attempt to liberate the man who had before
given him his freedom ; believing, at the same
time, that the consciousness of such a purpose
would cause the aspiring citizen to avoid the
subject, or to speak darkly upon his own views,
But the bold and proud manner in which
Albert Maurice rebuked his assumption of
power in the town prison, and spoke of the
immediate examination of the prisoner, shook
his conviction, and almost made him believe
that the same stern and uncompromising policy;
which had been pursued toward Hugonet and
Imbercourt, would be followed throughout,
without regard to any other feeling than selfish

ambition., . o
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‘The scenes which he soon witnessed tended
to confirm this opinion; and led him, however
falsely, to believe that Albert Maurice forgot
every gentler and nobler feeling, every generous
tie and private affection, in the overpowering
impulse of an aspiring heart. Scarcely had
the order proceeded from the lips of the young
eitizen to inspect the condition of the prisener,
ere two or three members of the States ens
tered the hall. Several others followed within
s very short interval ; and as soon as Albert
Maurice perceived that a sufficient number were
assembled to justify the discussion of ime
portant matters, he declared the appointed hour
fully arrived, called them to consultation, and
at once boldly proposed that a decree of
banishment, — drawn up in the name of the
States Genmeral of Flanders, though not tem
members of that body were present, and those
wholly devoted to his own views — should be
issued against the Lord of Ravestein and the
Dowager Duchess of Burgundy, as parties te
the plot for subjecting the country to the sway
of France. N

ne
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So bold a measure was not, of course, with-
out.an object of deep moment to him who
proposed it ; but when it is remembered, that
Ravestein and Margaret of York were the only
influential persons who now remained with the
Princess, of what was called in Ghent the
French Party, — the only party that Albert
Maurice feared, — his motives will be clear
enough. The Duke of Gueldres, though dan-
‘gerous from the popularity he had suddenly
acquired, the young citizen thought himself
strong enough to overthrow when he liked,
supported by the Duke of Cleves, and by the
manifest abhorrence which the Princess display-
ed towards that prince; and the Duke of Cleve:s
himself, the president felt sure, was too weak
to succeed without his aid. Thus the French
alliance was the only proposal that he really
dreaded ; but still, the measure he counselled
was too bold to pass without some debate.

It was carried, however, at length, before
any one arrived who had sufficient influence to
oppose it with vigour ; and the order for the
instant removal of the Dowager Duchess and
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the Lord of Ravestein was sent at once to the
palace, enforced by a large body of the burgher
guard.

Gradually the assembly increased, till about
forty persons were gathered round the council
table, while a number of others, unentitled to a
seat amongst the deliberative body, filled the
vacant places of the hall, by the favour of the Pre-
sident’s adherents. He himself was, perhaps, not
unaware that a multitude of voices, ready to
applaud his views, were collected around him;
for the noblest,— ay, and the proudest heart
will bend servilely to the senseless shout it
despises, when once it has bound itself as a
serf in the golden collar of ambition. Albert
Maurice at length, after casting his eye around
to see who were the members of the States
assembled, rose to speak; but at the moment
“that he did so, the trampling of hors¢ coming
at a rapid rate, and loud shouts of ¢ Long live
the Duke of Gueldres! Health to the noble
Duke and the fair Princess! Long life to
Ghent and the Duke of Gueldres !” were heard

rising from the square below; and the young
3
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citizen again sat down, mth & contracted brow
and quivering lip. :

: In a few moments the Duke of G'ueldnes
entered the hall, and took his seat on the right
of the President, wha knew the infoxmal cone
stitution of their whole assembly too well, to
objeet to that noble’s intrusion on their councils.
Albert Maurice rose again immediately himself,
however, and at once addressed the States, as
they termed themselves, in a speech full of fire
and -energy. He pointed out that the time
was now ocome, when aetive and combined
exertion throughout the whole land was ne-
cesealy to save it from the usurpation of
-France — when not only the safety, but the very:
éxistence of the country required the energy
.of every individual to be employed, without a
moment's :delay, for the benefit of the whole;
and ‘he touched eloquently upon the necessity
of laying aside all private jealousies, disputes,
and feuds, in order to concentrate all efforts
to ‘check the rapid progress of the French
monareh. ¢ Of many dangers,” he said, ¢ it was
of :course necessary to meet that which was
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most imminent, and no one would doubt for a
moment, that the usurping and successfil
#rms of France presented the peril they had
most to dread. Severe measures had been pur-
sued,” he said, ‘to show the timid and the
‘traitor that they could not betray their country
-with impunity; and it became the States of
Flanders and Brabant, even as a consequence
of many of their late acts, to prove to their
countrymen that they could and would protect
the honest and the patriotic, as well a8 punish
the guilty and the disloyal. It was time,” he
added, ¢ to lay aside all differences of opinion,
-to forget individual interests and passions, to
cast away every thought but patriotism, and
caliing forth the whole intelligence and the
-whole strength of the state, to join heart and
:hand, and mind and energy, in defence of their
‘wiolated rights and their insulted country.”

.. He spoke with the most powerful oratory,
:and he spoke true ; but he did not remember
that the oil of smooth words will never allay
-the raging waves of faction, even though the
storm of anarchy threaten to wreck the state

H 4
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itself. Had he looked into his own heart,
indeed, and seen that, "though he was now
anxious to repel the common enemy, yet it was
but in order to seize one quiet moment to
overthrow his political rivals, he would have
learned the seeret of every bosom around
him, and found that selfish ambition was the
whole. ‘

In the midst of his speech, however, while,
in the very vehemence of declamation, he was
inveighing against France, and was about to
proceed from the general terms which he had
been using, to a clear and minute view of the
state of the land, and the measures immediately
necessary for its. defence, one of the deputies
from some inferior town, who believed the
moment for distinguishing his own small know-
ledge and talents was arrived, rose, and boldly
cut across the President’s speech, exclaiming,
¢ Perhaps the noble President does not know
the unhappy news ——"

¢ ] know all !” thundered Albert Maurice,
his eyes lightening with indignation at the in-
terruption. “ God of Heaven! wherefore do
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‘I hold the station that I do, if it be not to
learn, and know, and investigate all that may
concern the interest of the state? Do I not
know that Arras has fallen? that Tournay is
in the hands of the enemy? that Hesdin, and
Boulogne, and Bethune are taken ? that Oudard
has been murdered? that Descordes is false?
that Vergy lies in chains? Do I not know
that the Duchy of Burgundy is invaded; that
Franche-compté is overrun ; and that the troops
of Louis are advancing to the gates of Ghent?
‘What is it that I do not know, that any one should
dare to interrupt me? Let me tell the deputywho
has just sat down, that, if he had all the iniser-
able catalogue of the woes and dangers of his
country, from the first infraction of her frontiers,
to the last base, or mean, or murderous act of
her great enemy, so much by heart as I have,
_he would turn every thought of his mind to
find means of meeting the perils that menace
us, rather than interrupt the order of this
_assembly by speaking before he has heard.”
The vehemence with which the young citizen
spoke, the picture of overwhelming misfortunes
HS
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-which he displayed, and the deep tome of
patriotic anxiety which his words ‘breathed
forth, combined to make his hearers forget the
-angry bitterness with whieh he rebuked ome of
theirmembers, and each turned and gazed, with
-an” expression of terror, in the faces of the
vthers, as the President counted over the rapid
1osses and misfortunes of their country.
¢ ‘Albert Maurice paused, and Ganay, who
#vas present, remarked, without rising, ¢ Some-
‘thing must be immediately done to remedy all
this. Or, doubtless,” he added, not unwilling
to bring about some imputation of blame upon
Albert Maurice for neglect, though unwilling
10 utter -one word of blame himself, ¢ or,
‘doubtless, our noble President has already,
with his usual activity, prepared some means
of meeting all these difficulties.” - :
¢ T have!” replied Albert Maurice, sternly ;
and as he did so, a slight curl of the lip con-
veyed to the druggist a suspicion that his pur-
pose had been understood. 1 have! The
difficulty can only be met, the enemy can only
be'opposed in arms, and the means have been
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‘prepared. Seven thousand men have been
raised and trained in Ghent, as you all know.
Three thoussand men are ready to march in the
villages round about, Before noon, five thoy-
sand more will be in the city from Ypres, and,
ere night, five thousand more will have arrived -
from Bruges; while Brabant and the other
proviices are preparing an army of forty
thousand men besides. Our power is thus
already sufficient to keep the towns of Flanders
against the King of France, while forces are
marching up to our aid, which will soon enable
us to expel him from our land for ever. Pro-
visions for forty days have been prepared, and
a magazine of arms is already established at
Oudenarde, which is garrisoned by a sufficient
force to ensure it from capture. We have still
a line' of fortified places, which we can soon
render secure; and having done so, we can bid
the tyrant either retire from our borders, or
let his soldiers rot in the field till we reap them
with the sword, instead of that harvest which
they have mowed ere it was ripe.”.

- Aloud and long burst of applause followed
HG6
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this recapitulation of the means which, by the
most extraordinary aetivity, he had collected
in's0 short a space of time to repel the arms of
France ; and, satisfied with the impression that
he had made, Albert Maurice sat down, in
order to allow one of the deputies from Ypres
to propose a plan of action, which had been
laid down between them before, for the employ-
ment of the forces thus raised to the general
advantage of Flanders. The worthy burgher,
however, though a man of sense, and some
military skill, having served during a consider:
gble time with the people of his commune
under the Duke Philip, was always an unwilling
speaker, and paused for 2 moment to collect his
ideas after the President had sat down. ‘
The Duke of Gueldres instantly seized the
occasion, and, anxious to gain the command of
the army, proposed to lead it himself against
-the suburbs of Tournay, together with five hun+
dred men-at-arms which he had raised since his
Jiberation. “The very appearance of such a force
in the field,” he said, ‘* and led on to some rapid
and brilliant expedition, would make Louis X1I.,
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who had been well called Le Roi Couard,
pause and hesitate, while fresh reinforcements
might come up to swell the army of Flanders,
-and enable it either to risk a general battle, or
attempt the re-capture of the towns which had
been taken.” . .

To this proposal Albert Maurice strongly
objected, and declared that, instead of en~
countering any further risk than that in-
evitable in leading a raw and unexperienced
army through a difficult country, they oughs
to make it their chief object to strengthen the
garrisons of all the many fortified towns they
still possessed, but more especially to throw
a considerable force into Lille and Doust,
which still held out for the Princess, and were
plentifully supplied with provisions, but whose
respective garrisons were too small to retard
the progress of Louis for three days, whenever
he should lead his armies against them. Im
support of this opinion, he showed that troops
hastily levied, and unaccustomed to warfare,
were much more likely to serve well when
defended by stone walls, and commanded by
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experienced officers, than in the open field
against a veteran army. He showed, also, that
Towrnay itself was not likely long to hold out
for France, if Lille and Douai were properly
garrisoned with numbers sufficient to sweep the
whole neighbouring country of provisions ; and
he ended by calling upon the States not to be
dazzled by the apparent ease of the enterprise
proposed by the Duke of Gueldres, for he could
agsure them that it was the best maxim, both in
tactics and policy, never to believe any thing im«
possible, but never to fancy any thing easy.

~ The countenance of the Duke of Gueldres
flushed with wrath, to hear himself so boldly
oppesed by a simple citizen of Ghent, and he
was about to reply with hasty vehemence,
which would infallibly have ruined all his own
designs, had not Ganay started up, and, with
all the smooth and plausible art of which he’
was master, sketched out a plan, which, while. -
it .seemed to coincide with that of Albert Mau-
rice, rendered it nearly nugatory, and, at the
same time, coincided - exactly with that of the
Duke of Gueldres.
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"¢ The infinite wisdom and skill,” he said,
% which have been displayed, under all circums
stances, by our noble President, should make us
receive his opinion with reverence and respect,
were it not even evidently founded in know-
ledge and experience. There can be no doubt,
however, in the minds of any one here present,

that the preservation of Lille and Douai i
absolutely necessary for the security of Flanders,.
and may also greatly tend to facilitate the very
objects proposed by the noble Duke of Gueldres.
But the two plans are by no means incom-.
patible. Neither Lille nor Douai can admit of
a garrison of more than two thousand men in
addition to that with which they are at present
furnished. Twelve or thirteen thousand men
will be quite sufficient to enable the noble
Buke to make his attempt upon Tournay.
Let then the President himself, whose military
skill we all witnessed, when he served with the
men of Ghent under the late Duke Charles,
some five or six years ago, — let him then lead
five thousand men to the aid of Lille and
Douai; and, having thrown what ecrof into



160 MARY OF BURGUNDY; OR,

those places he may find necessary, return with
the rest to Ghent; while, in the meantime,
the Duke marches forth against Tournay with
the rest of the force which we can spare from
the defence of this city.”

"The feelings which this speech excited in the
mind of Albert Maurice were of a very mixed
and intricate nature. By this time, from many
of those slight and accidental indications by
which a skilful observer may read the changes
of the human heart, the young burgher had
learned that Ganay was no longer the zealous
friend he had been, and he felt, rather than
remarked, that, with that dark and subtle being
there could be no medium between active
support and deadly opposition, circumstanced
as they were and had been. With this con-
viction impressed upon his mind, perhaps he
might see, or at least suspect, that one object in
the proposal of the druggist was to obtain his
absence from the city. He might see, too, that
the command of a large portion of the army
given to the Duke of Gueldres, whose military
abilities were well known, would throw immense



."THE REVOLT OF GHENT. 161

power into the hands of that prince, becoming
already too powerful ; and he likewise knew
‘the general dangers attendant upon the absence
of a political leader too well, not to dread the
consequences of his own absence at a moment
so critical. Nevertheless, one of his chief
weaknesses was the ambition of military re-
nown; and that ambition had received an im-
pulse which it had never known before, since
he had dared to raise his hopes to a Princess
descended from a race of heroes. He felt, too,
within himself, great powers of the kind imme-
diately required, and he trusted that, by the
exertion of that energetic activity which
characterised all his movements, he should be
enabled to accomplish his enterprise, — to add,
perhaps, some brilliant exploits to all that he had
already performed, and to return to Ghent before
any great advantage could be taken of his absence
by his enemies. An immediate reply, however,
was necessary, and long discussions ensued, in
the course of which Albert Maurice did not abso-
lutely oppose the scheme of Ganay ; yet there
were in the details so many nice and delicate
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points to be determined, that much angry and
vehement -dispute took place, in which the
wiolent and overbearing temper of the Duke of
Grueldres more than once broke forth, and was
repressed by the young citizen, in his capaeity
of President of the States, with a stern severity,
that left them both, with flushed cheeks and
frowning brows, gazing upon each other when
the meeting of the States broke up. By this
time, however, all was determined. Albert
Maurice had accepted the command, with the
understanding that it was totally distinct and
independent of the one conferred upon the
Duke of Gueldres, that the troops were solely
under his own orders, and that the moment
he had performed the specific task he under-
took, he was at liberty to return to Ghent:
All this had been conceded. The populace
quitted the hall, and the deputies, one by one;
took their leave and retired. The Duke of
Gueldres was among the last that left the
apartment, and it was with a slow step he
descended the stairs nearly to the bottom,
biting his lip with ill-repressed passion at the
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contradiction he had met with, and at the little
reverence that the President of Ghent had
shown either to his opinions or to his rank.
His meditations did not serve to cool him; on
the contrary, at every step the words which
had been addressed to him, and the scene in
which they had been spoken, recurred with
more and more bitterness to his mind, and
when he had reached the last step but two,
passion, as it often did with him, got the better
of all command, and stamping on the ground
with his foot, as he remembered the contempt-
uous curl of the young citizen’s lip, he turned,
and mounting the stairs with wide strides, once
more entered the hall.

. Albert Maurice was standing alone at the
head of the table, with a countenance of deep
melancholy, from which every expression of
anger and scorn was now totally banished. He
raised his eyes as the Duke entered, and gazed
upon him with surprise, as advancing close to
him, with flashing eyes and a burning cheek,
that rude prince exclaimed, ¢ You have dared,
sit, —villain and slave as you are, base mechani+
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eal hind, bred and born amongst looms and
shuttles,—you have dared to treat with disre-
spect a noble of the land, and, by heaven, you
shall some day pay for it. Were you not as the
dirt beneath my feet, and would not your vile
blood sully my sword to shed it, I would save
the hangman the pains he may some day have,
and punish you where you stand.”

. % Know, Duke of Gueldres,” replied Albert
Maurice, with calm sternness, — though in other
days he might have laughed at the intemperate
insolence of his adversary,—¢* Know, Duke of
Gueldres, that were there any thing in the
empty assumption of blood, mine is descended
from as pure a stock as your own, though one
of my ancestors wisely and nobly chose to em-
brace an honourable trade, rather than follow
the example of such as you and yours, and live
by rapine, plunder, oppression, and wrong. Ads<
vance not your hand towards me, Sir Duke, for
remember that insult levels all distinctions ; and
that I, too, wear a sword, which I should not scru-
ple to dye in nobler blood than that of the Duke
of Gueldres, if he laid but a finger upon me."”
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¢ QOut, slave!” cried the Duke; ¢ I will take
thy boasted descent on credit, were it but to
punish thine insolence;” and striking the young
citizen a violent blow on the breast, he threy
back his mantle and drew his sword.

Albert Maurice was not slack to meet him, and
his sword was also in his hand, when a number
of the citizens who had heard, through the open
doors, the high words which had lately passed,
ran in and beat up their weapons. The Duke
of Gueldres glared round him for a moment in
vain fury, then thrust back his sword into its
scabbard, and shaking his clenched hand towards
the young citizen, exclaimed, ¢ When next we
meet!” and, turning on his heel, left the apart-
ment.

Albert Maurice sheathed his weapon also, and
only commenting on what had passed by a con-
temptuous smile, resumed his look of grave
thought, and proceeded calmly to transact the
business of his station. '
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CHAPTER VI

Tae Duke of Gueldres, however, was still to:
emjoy a triumph before he returned to his dwel-
ling, which, could he have seen into the heart
of his rival, would have fully compensated all
the pain which his anger had inflicted on him-
self. Albert Maurice was left alone ; but there
was a shout in the market place without,
which rang painfully on his ears, as he turned
from the great hall; for he could not avoid
hearing the loud voice of the multitude, cheer-:
ing the Duke of Gueldres as he mounted his
horse. The sounds were distinct enough ; and:
bitter enough, also! They were ¢ Long live
the Duke of Gueldres and the Princess! Guel~
dres and Burgundy for ever! We will give hex'
to whom we like! She shall marry the good:
Duke ! Longlife to the noble Duke of Gueldres !”
and though, as that prince rode on, the words
were no longer to be distinguished, the cries
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still continued, and the fancy of the young citi-
zen furnished each brawling shout with articu-
late words of the character most inimical to his
own peace.

¢ Ere I go,” he thought,—“ere I go, I will
see her myself; and assure myself of her feel«
ings before I quit the city, Then, if I find that
she hates him, as I believe —that she looks upon
him as the wolf he really is, I will take suffis
cient means to guard her from his importuni-
ties during my absence.” .

The determination was no sooner formed
than he prepared to execute it; and while he
despatched a messenger to the palace to demand-
an audience of the Princess previous to his
departure, which was fixed for the next day, he
gave a multitude of necessary orders, a:nd as
soon as his horse was ready, set out himself to
seek an. interview, which the consciousness of
having brought about the death of Mary’s
counsellors, and the banishment of her friends,
made him dread even while he courted it.

' But, as those who are young in deceit gene-
rally do, he forgot, for the time, that the
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dark secrets of his heart were confined to his
own bosom ; and that the policy he had pursued,
and the bold ambition that prompted it, were un-
known to her who had most suffered by it. In
truth, the feelings of Mary were very different
from those which he had anticipated. The broad
and simple facts only had reached her ear. She
knew that the young citizen had taken no part
in the trial or the judgment of Imbercourt, and
that he had not even been present at his execu-
tion. The order for the immediate removal of
the Duchess Dowager and Ravestein, also, had
been issued in the name of the States: and per-
fectly unconscious of the wild hopes and ambi-
tious dreams of Albert Maurice, she believed that
if he had at all mingled in those proceedings, it
was but most unwillingly, and from a strong,
though mistaken impression of duty and patriot-
ism. Deprived, too, of the counsellors in whom
she had always most trusted, and of the friends
whom she had most loved, the unhappy girl
felt inclined to cling to any one who seemed
disposed to treat her with kindness and tender-
ness; and the only one who now remained was
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Albert Maurice. He had always been gentle
he had alWays seemed to advocate her interest ;
he had never asked her for gift, or honour, or
dignity; and even his very animosity towards
Imbercourt and the chancellor had first u\'isen in
the support which he gave to the Princessin her
reluctant struggles against the hard and painful
policy her ministers had dictated. The dignity
of his demeanour, the high qualities of his mind,
the independence of his character, and the ap-
parent disinterestedness of his conduct, had
gained her esteem; and the respectful gentle-
ness of his manners towards herself, as well as
his constant and zealous advocacy, in the council,
of the line of policy dictated by her wishes as a
woman, had won her gratitude and her con-
fidence. ,

A gleam of pleasure brightened the gloom
arqund her when she heard that he was coming ;
and, in order at once to attach him more strongly
to her interests, to express her thanks for his sup-
posed services, and to detach him totally from
the burgher faction, whose influence had already
worked so much evil, she directed one of the

YOL. IT. I
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officers of the palace to draw up, immediately,.
letters of nobility in favour of the young citizen,
and to bring them to her with all speed. Gentle
b);~ nature and by habit, the only arms which.
Mary ever employed against her rebellious sub-
Jects were favours and mildness, and she fondly
fancled that, mthls step ‘towards Albert Maurice,
she had devised a deep stroke of policy. The
secretary s task was almost completed when
Albert Maurice arrived; and the evident plea~
sure with which Mary received him, in the midst -
of all her griefs, extinguished forthe time
rex;lors,é and apprehension in the blaze of hope
anh. Joy, and once more nerved him for the bold
career of ambluon in which he had started
aga,mst such fearful odds.

The Princess was pale and shaken with all the
agltatlon, terror, and grief of the day before; but
the light that shone up in her eyes, and the smile .
whlch played about her lips as he approached,
made her appear a thousand times more lovely
in the eyes ¢ of the young hurgher than she would
have seemed in all the pride of state, security,
o.nfl hqppmess, In the unconsciqus simplicity
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of her heart, too, all her words gave encourage-
ment to feelings that she little dreamed of; and *
when, on the announcement of his approaching
departure, she pressed him to stay, and to'
abandon his design ; 'when she assured him that
he was the only one in whom she could now -
trust, since her faithful servants had been put .
to ‘death and her kindred had been banished,
and beseeched him not to leave her without a *
counsellor, or without a friend, Albert Maurice, -
knowing the passions that animated his own -
bosom, could not but hope thatinsome degree she -
saw them too; and — while habitual respect cast -
a deep reverence over all his words and actions, *
which served to deceive her as to his feelings,— °
his love and his ambition caught a new fire from
the confiding esteem she expressed towards him.
He assured her that in six days he would be -
once more in Ghent; and he hoped, he said, to
lay some laurels at her feet. In the mean time,
he added, it might be necessary to think of her
security against all intrusion.

¢ Oh, for the love of Heaven, provide for

that!” exclaimed the Princess; ¢ I fear that base,
12
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that dreadful Duke of Gueldres. Even the
shelter of my own apartments is no security -
against him ; and his influence with the people,
. they tell me, is becoming fearfully great. Speak,
Margaret,” she added, turning to one of her
attendants, ¢ what was it you heard the people
crying but now ?” ‘

¢ Fear not, your Grace,” replied Albert Mau-
rice, without waiting to hear from the Princess’s
lady a repetition of words which had already
made his blood boil. “Fear not, your Grace !
The career of the Duke of Gueldres draws
towards its end! If I judge rightly, his own
ambition will be a stumbling-block sufficient
to bring his speedy overthrow. But if not—
sooner than you should suffer from his insolent
daring, he shall find that Albert Maurice does
not wear a sword in vain.”

¢ Oh, use it not against him, sir,” replied
the Princess; ¢ there may be other ways of
ridding the city of his presence. Too much
blood has been shed already; nay, do not
. look sad, Lord President. I know that it was
~ without your will. I know that you were not
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even present. But while you are absent from
the city, — if your absence be unavoidable, —
I beseech you to take measures to guard me
against his intrusion. "When you return,” she
added, with a deep crimson blush, which rose
from feelings that would have damned all the
young -citizen's presumptuous hopes for ever,
could he have divined them; ¢ when you re-
turn, I would fain speak with you, on taking
such measures for the defence of the state as
may obtain for it permanent security. A
woman’s hand, I see, cannot hold the reins of
such a land as that, which I am unhappily
called to govern ; and it is time for me to yield
- -them to some one who can better guide the
state than I can. But more of this hereafter.
We will not speak more now.” »
The heart of the young citizen tﬁmeed as
if it would have burst, — but it throbbed with
joy; and probably he might have replied, not~
withstanding the prohibition of the Prin¢ess, in
such a manner as would have ended the dgiusion
of both ; but, at that moment; according to the
orders he had received, the secretarj of the chan-
13
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_cery of Burgundy brought in the letters-patent,
‘which he had been drawing up in haste.
) The Princess presented them to him for
“whom they were destined with her own hand,
leaving him at liberty to make them public, or
to preserve them unemployed till such time as
he should think fit: and while she gave them,
.she added her thanks for his obedience to the
‘mshes she had expressed when last they met.
:‘Though the subJect was too painful for the
Princess even to mention the name of the two
faithful servants she had lost, yet Albert Mau-
rice felt that she alluded to her petitions in
Jtheir behalf. For a single instant he thought
_she spoke in irdny, and his cheek turned red
‘e.nd pale by turns ; but a moment'’s reflection
called to his mind the simple, candid character
of her who spoke, and what she had before
said on the same subject; and he saw that she
deceived herself in regard to the part he had
taken. There was a natural rectitude in his
heart which might have made him, at any risk,
étvow boldly his approval of, if not his partici-
- pation in, the bloodshed which had been com-
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‘mitted —had the love of Mary of Burgundy not
been at stake. But he who knew not what
fear is, under other circumstances, had learned
to become as timid as a child in her presences
and though, while .kneeling to kiss her hand in
thanks for the honour she had just conferred,
‘his whole frame trembled both with the
agitation of deep love, and the knowledge that
he was acting a deceitful part, yet he found it
impossible to utter those words which he well
knew would have pronounced his own con-
‘demnation to the ears of Mary of Burgundy. _

The ‘sensation, however, oppressed him ; and,
" after hurried and somewhat incoherent thanks,-
"he took his leave and retired, feeling that he
"had made another step in the crooked and
degrading path of policy.

The rest of the day was consumed in pre-
parations for his departure early the mnext
“morning, and in precautions against the in-
fluence of his ememies in Ghent. Men may
make use of knaves and hypocrites, in order to
rise, but they must still have recourse to the

honest and the true, when they would give
14
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permanence to their authority., Thus, from the
council which Albert Maurice now called to his
aid, Ganay was excluded, as well as all the
fiercer and more subtle spirits, which had
hitherto been so busy in the affairs of Ghent;
"while honest Martin Fruse, and seven other
citizens like himself, who, though not without
their weaknesses and their follies,. possessed at
heart a fund of honesty of intent and plain
common sense, were summoned by the young
citizen to a private conference, for the purpose
of taking such measures as would secure the
peace and tranquillity of the city, and the
stability of the order of things established,
during his temporary absence. '
He felt it difficult, indeed, to explain to them
all the evils that were to be guarded against,
all the dangers that he foresaw, and all the
apprehensions that he entertained, especially in
regard to the druggist Ganay. To have done so
fully, would have been to have exposed all the-
darker and more dangerous secrets of his own’
bosom, and to have given a picture of himself,
of the means he had employed, and of the
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deeds into which he had been betrayed, which
he was unwilling to display to any human
being: and it was not without much circamloca-
tion that he could find words to convey his im-
mediate views to the honest men by whom he
was surrounded, and yet keep to those general
terms which might not expose himself.

Martin Fruse, however, whose love for his
nephew was paramount in his bosom, greatly
relieved the task ; for—with a sort of intuitive
feeling, that there were many things which
Albert Mauriee would wish to keep concealed;
and from a desire of sparing him as much as
possible — he passed as rapidly as his intellect
would permit him to conclusions, skipping as
quickly as possible over all explanations re-
garding preceding facts, with a ned or smile of
intelligence, which led the other worthy mer-
chants to believe that he was fully acquainted
with all the machinery of the events which
had taken place. After some hours' consult~
ation,. it was arranged that Albert Maurice,
deputing his whole municipal authority to his
uncle, should entrust the worthy citizen and

16
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the other merchants present, to form such a
i;a.rty in the council, as might keep the whole
affairs of the town, if possible, in a completely
passive state during his absence. His office in
the States General he could not, of course,
t:lansfer; for though he held the Presidency of
that body as a privilege connected with its
assembling in the city of which he had been
éoixstituted chief magistrate, yet that privilege
qbuld not be deputed to amother; and the
states-—lf they met at all during his absence—
would be presided by the next deputy from the
city of Ghent.

. 'The power, however, which he placed in the
hands of good Martin Fruse was any thing but
insignificant, for Ghent then ruled the States;
and it was determined that all measures were to.
be taken for the security of the city and the.
repairs of the fortifications, that the purchase of
supplies and provisions and the levying of men
were to go on as usual ; but upon the proposal of
any important movement, on the part of Ghent,
a motion for its postponement till the return of
the President was immediately to be put, and
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supported by his friends.  The meetmg of the
States General, too, was to be opposed as much
as possible during his absence from Ghent; and
as the authority of the municipalify of Ghent
was, of course, paramount in their own clty, 1t'
seemed probable that his friends would be able
to exert great influence in this respect. Any pre-
tensions of the Duke of Gueldres to the hand of
the Princess were to be strenuously oppdsead
in the council; and Martin Fruse, with the
burgher guard, were to give her every suppbrf:
and protection, in case she might require it.
Anxious, too, for the safety of Hugh of Guel-
dres, Albert Maurice took care that a strong
guard should be stationed over the town prison,
and that the merchants should be prepared to put
an instant negative upon any proposal for bring-
ing the prisoner to trial during his absence.
When all these arrangements were con-
cluded, the next care of the young citizen was
to select such bands from amongst both the new
and old levies of the city, as were most likely
to ensure him success in the enterprises which
he proposed ; and this being done, and all his
16
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further preparations completed, he proceeded,
once more, to visit the Vert Gallant of Hannut
in the chamber to which he had mow been
removed. The young. cavalier-lay in a deep,
sweet sleep, from which even the opening of
the door and the approach of Albert Maurice
did not wake him; and the young citizen gazed
for a moment or two-on his face,— as he lay
80 calm and tranquil, within the walls of »
prison, and exposed to constant danger — with
a feeling of envy and regret, which, perhaps,
few can appreciate fully, who have not felt the
sharp tooth of remorse begm its aleepleesgnsw

mg on the heart.

 He would not have disturbed such slumbers
for the world and, withdrawing agam ‘with a
:nomeless step, he retxred to his own' chamber

Aand cast himself down upon his bed, to snntch,
at least, that heated and dlsturbed sleep, which
was all the repose that hewa.s ever more. 10
know on earth.



. THE n!vomfgr i§ukNT. 181

CHAPTER VIIL

Tae clang of trumpets echoing through the
streets of Ghent, an hour before day-break, “an-
nounced that the body of forces under’ the
command of the young President was about to
set out upon its expedition; and as the
burghers started from their sleep, and listened
to the various sounds that followed — the
trampling of horses, the voices of the officers,
and the dull measured tread of marching men,
~ there was not unfrequently a feeling of pride
rose in their bosoms from that universal prin-
ciple— ¢ the extension of the idea of self;”
as each ome felt that the army thus on its
mrch;was', in some degree, his own, as part
and parcel of the city of Ghent.

To the ears of none in the whole town, how-
ever, did those sounds come more pleasantly than
to those of the druggist Ganay, who had felt,
within the last two days, a sort of thirst to see.
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the back of him he had once loved, turned
upon the city; for, though—with that degree of
pride in his cunning, which artful men often
possess,— he did not usually apprehend that his
wit would fail in a struggle with that of any
other being; yet there was something in the
unaccountable knowledge of foregone facts
which Albert Maurice had displayed, that
made him entertain a vague fear of the young’
citizen, and rendered him unwilling to venture
any very bold stroke till Ghent was free from
his presence.

The first sound of the trumpet fell upon his
ear as he sat watching the bed of the wounded
Lord of Neufchatel, into whose sick chamber-
he had obtruded himself with an officious
zeal, which might have been resented by the
noble’s attendants, had he not, by quiet and
soothing attentions, rendered himself useful,
and his presence pleasing to the invalid himself,
while a long attendance on a sick and fretful
old man had cooled and wearied those who'
were at first most active in his service.” A rest-
less and feverish night had passed away; and-
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as morning came, the ancient Seneschal of Bur-
gundy showed some inclination to fall asleep ;
but the first braying of the trumpets roused
him, and he eagerly demanded what those
sounds meant. The druggist explained the cause-
at once; and the enfeebled warrior shook his.
head with a melancholy air, as he heard the
call to horse sounded again, witheut being able
to raise a limb from his couch.. ’

“ "Twas not so when first you knew me,
Master Ganay ?” he said; and then — while one-
sound succeeded another, and squadron after
squadron marched forth through the streets —
he continued to murmur a number of low and
somewhat incoherent sentences, between the.
delirium of feverish irritation and the drowsiness
of exhaustion. At length as a faint bluish
light began to gleam into the chamber from
the dawning of the morning, the last horseman
passed before the gates of the court-yard, and.
all in Ghent resumed its former stillness.

The old man would then have addressed
“himself to sleep again, but Ganay now recalled-
his mind to the subject of his brighter days,
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with an extraordinary degree of pertinacity. .
¢ Nay, nay, my noble Lord,” he said, returning
to the topic of their early acquaintance ; ¢ when
first I saw your Lordship, you would little
have suffered an army to march, while you lay
still in bed!™ .

¢ Not I —not I, indeed !” replied the Lord
of Neufchitel. ¢ But what can one do?”

¢ Alack, nothing now,” answered the drug-
gist; * but think that you never flinched while
you could keep the saddle. You were as eager
a rider in those days as ever I met — ay! and
somewhat hasty withal.” .

¢ Ah! my good Ganay, are you there now 2"
said the old Lord. ¢ Have you not forgot that
yet? Well, man, I did you wrong; but have
I not tried to make atonement. I did you '
wrong, I do believe from my soul.”

¢ Believe, my Lord !” cried Ganay;  are
you not sure? Are not the very papers you
Ppossess_convincing enough of my innocence 2"

¢ 'Well, well, perhaps they are,” replied the
old man, somewhat impatiently..

¢ Perhaps they are!” exclaimed. the other.
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“ Nay, surely they are. But let me fetch and
read them to your Lordship — where can I find
them ?” .

¢ They are in the Venice cabinet, I think,”
answered the Lord of Neufchétel ; ¢ but never
mind them — never mind them! 1T tell thee I
am convmced — what need of more? I would
fain sleep now, if the accursed }tchmg of- thm
thrust in my shoulder would let me. .Call tlie
boy with his rote, good Ganay! he often puts
me to sleep by playing on his instrument—or
the man that tells stories: he is better still, I
never fail to grow drowsy as soon as he .l;egin,s',
and to snore before he has half done.”

¢ Take but a cup of this elixir, my Lord,”
answered the druggist. “ Mind you not, how
it refreshed you yesterday morning ?”

¢ Surely!” cried the old Lord, in a peevish
tone. ¢ Have you any more? Why did you
not give it me sooner ? How could you see me
suffer s0 all night, and not give me that which
alone eases me 2"

¢¢ Because, if used too often, it loses its eﬂ'ect,

replied the druggist.
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¢ Give it me — give it me now, then,” cried
the invalid, impatiently. ¢ When would you
give a man medicine but when he is ill and in
pain? Spare not, man,—let the dose be full.
Thou shalt be well paid for thy drugs.”

Ganay took up a cup from the table, and
nearly filled it with a dark-coloured liquid from
a phial which he drew out of his bosom. He
‘then gave it to the old noble, who drank off the
contents at once, while the druggist gazed on
him with an eye which seemed almost starting
from . its socket, so intense was the look of
eager interest with which he regarded him.

% Are you sure it is the same?” said the
‘Lord of Neufchétel, returning the cup, — it
tastes differently ;—it is bitterer, and has a °
faint taste as of earth. Itis—it is—not so—"

But, as he spoke, the lids of his eyes fell —he
opened them drowsily once or twice — added a
few more almost inarticulate words, and then
sunk back upon his pillow. Ganay looked at

" him intently for two or three minutes; then
stole out of the room; and, descending with a
quiet step to the hall, he woke his own serving-
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.boy, who was sitting by the fire — ¢ Hie thee to
the Prévét,” he whispered; ¢ bid him hither
_instantly !”

¢ Who goes there?” cried the servant on
-watch, who had been asleep also, but was now
wakened by the boy opening the door,—<¢ Who
-goes there?”

¢ Only my boy,” answered Ganay, ‘ going
for some drugs against my good Lord wakes,—
T would have healed him sooner than all the
Jeeches in the town, had I but tried it before;
-but, of course, I could not meddle till he dis-
‘missed the surgeon in such wrath,”

<¢ How goes he now, Master Ganay?” de-
manded the man.

¢ Better, I hope!” replied the druggist,
¢ but he has had a fearful night. He now sleeps,
and I think it is a crisis. If he wake better,
he will do well. If not, he dies.”

¢ God forefend!” cried the man.

Ganay echoed loudly the wish, and retired
once more to the sick man's chamber. :
- Entering with stealthy steps, he-approached
the bed, and gazed upon him that it contained,
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A slight stream of dark fluid had flowed from
his mouth, and stained his pillow; and Ganay,
as he remarked this appearance, muttered,
¢¢ The stomach has rejected it! He must take
more. To leave it half done, were worse than
all! Here, my Lord!” he added aloud, shak-
ing him by the arm— ¢ Here! take a little’
more of the same blessed elixir !” ‘
But the old man made no answer, except by a
long deep-drawn sigh ; and Ganay adding, *“ He
has had enough;” sat down, and turning his
face from the lamp, continued gazing for some
minutes upon the couch. From time to time,
as he sat and looked, a few muttered words
would escape his lips; and often he would turn
and listen for the sounds in the street, as if ‘
impatient for the coming of some one from"
without. .
- ¢ The Venice cabinet ! he muttered, * that
stands in the small arras chamber by the sa-
loon ! —Could one reach it, now, unperceived !
But no. "Tis better to wait till Du Bac arrives—
Some of the varlets might catch me, and all
were ruined —Better wait till he comes —He is
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very tedious, though —It works but slowly! He
has had hardly enough—What can be done? He
cannot take any more !—That is a long drawn
sigh,— it should be the last — A little help were’
not amiss, though!” and so saying, he pressed
his hand heavily on the chest of the old Lord.
of Neufchatel. It rose once slightly against
the weight; but death and life were by this
time so nearly balanced in his frame, that it
rose but once, and then all was quiet. Still
éranay continued the pressure with his whole
force, till suddenly the eyes opened, and the jaw
dropped ; and the murderer instinctively started
back, fancying that his victim was awaking
from - his slumber. But he instantly perceived
that what he saw was but the sign of a’' longer
and more profound sleep having taken the old
man to repose for ever; and, after one niore
glance to satisfy himself that no means of re-
suscitation could prove available, he loudly
called upon the servants and attendants to give
him help, for that their Lord was dying. It
was some time before he made them hear; for -
the illness of the old noble, as we have before -
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said, had been long and tedious, and kindness *
had been wearied, and attention worn out. When -
they did come, therefore, the druggist had some.
excuse to rate them severely for inattention and
sloth. He affected to try many means of recall- -
ing the dead to life again ; and proposed to send
for skilful leeches, as soon as he heard the -
voice of Maillotin du Bac in the hall below.
That officer now came boldly in, and, stop- -
ping all other proceedings, demanded whether -
any relation of the dead Lord were in the -
house. The answer, as he knew it must be, was -
in the negative ; for— as the servants replied —
all his connections were in the far parts of Bur- -
gundy. ¢ Well, then,” cried the Prévot,—
¢¢ it becomes me, though not exactly the pro- -
per officer, to seal up all the doors and effects -
of the deceased, till such time as account can
be taken. You, my men,” he continued, to
the archers of the band that followed him, -
¢ gather all these worthy servants and varlets
together in the great hall, and see that no one-
stirs a step, till I have asked them a question
or two, - You, Master Ganay, being one of the :
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magistrates of the town, had better come withme, .
to bear witness that I seal all things fairly. You,
mj good lieutenant, bring me some wax and a
chafing dish, and then return to the hall, to
guard these worthy fellows till I come.”

The domestic attendants of the old Lord,
amongst whom were several of his ancient mi-
litary retainers, grumbled not a little at this ar-
rangement, and might have shown somewhat
more stubborn resistance, had not the force .
brought by the Prévot overmatched them in
numbers as well as in preparations. One of them,
however, whispered to a boy who was amongst ,
them, to slip out and warn the other retainers in
the lodging over the way; the house, or rather
houses, of the deceased noble, extending, as was
not uncommon in those times, to both sides of
the street. With this intimation to the boy,
and one or two loud oaths, which the Prévét
would not hear, the servants were removed, and
the two accomplices stood together in the dead
man’s chamber alone. Such sights were too -
familiar to Maillotin du Bac, to cause even the -
slightest feeling of awe to cross his bosom, as he .
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gazed on the face of the corpse; and after look-
ing at it for a moment in silence, he turned to the
druggist with a well satisfied smile, but without
farther comment.

¢¢ Let us make haste !|” cried Ganay,—¢ the
papers are in the Venice cabinet, in the little
arras chamber by the saloon.”

 Wait for the wax! Wait for the wax,
man !” replied the Prévét; ¢ there is plenty of
time. Let us do things orderly. You, seek for
the keys in the mean time. They are in that
cupboard, probably. Where is the key of it?
" But never mind,—I will put back the lock with
my dagger.”

This was soon accomplished, and the open
door exposed, as the Prévét had expected, se-
veral large bunches of keys, and a leathern bag,
which bore all the marks of being swelled out
with coined pieces of some kind. The druggist
seized upon the keys, and carefully concealed
them on his person ; but the Prévét dipped his
hand zealously into the heart of the leathern
bag,—drawing it forth, and then plunging it
deep into his own bosom, without at all ex-
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amining what his fist contained. After two or
three such dives down into the pouch, which grew
somewhat lank and wrinkled under its inter-
course with the Prévét’s hand, he raised it, as if
to see how much it still contained, murmuring —
¢ 'We must leave some !”

An approaching step now caused him to re.
place it hastily, and close the door; and, as
soon as the lieutenant brought him the wax and
chafing dish he had been despatched to seek,
Maillotin du Bac proceeded to secure that cup-
board first, using the hilt of his dagger as a seal.

The inferior officer was soon sent away ; and
the Prévét instantly turned to his companion,
saying, ¢ Now to the Venice cabinet, if you will.
You know the way better than I—lead on.”

¢ This way, then ! this way !” answered the
druggist, ¢ we will go by the back passage;”
and opening another door, he led on through
several corridors, till they entered what had
been the great saloon of the hotel. They
pz;,used not to feel, and still less to comment on
the gloomy aspect which association gives to a
festive chamber, the lord of which is just gone

“yoL. IIt. K '
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down to the gloomy dust: but hurrying on as
. fast as possible, they entered a small room be-
yond, which was hung all round with rich arras
tapestry, and which, besides some settles and a
table, contained a' large black cabinet of the
kind which was at that time imported from
Venice. :

The druggist approached it eagerly,—and
looking at the lock, and then at the keys in
his hand, after some difficulty chose one, and
applied it to the keyhole. 'What was his sur-
prise, however, to find that the cabinet was
already open, and that the whole shelves which
it contained were covered with books and
papers, in a state of terrible confusion.

¢¢ Curses on the old sloven!” he cried ; ¢ this
will take an age to go through.”

‘ Better take all the papers,” said the Pré-
vdt, ¢ and leave the trash of books; but at all
events make haste!” :

¢ I cannot conceal them all,” replied the
druggist. ¢ Here! help me to search. They
are tied up in a bundle together, with my name
on the back.”
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The Prévot approached, and aided Ganay
busily in his search; and at length the drug-
gist himself caught a sight of the papers, lying
far back in the cabinet: ¢ Here theyare! Here
they are!” he cried; but at that moment—as he
was reaching forth his hand to seize them —a
powerful  grasp was laid upon his shoulder, and
turning round with a sudden start, he beheld
the countenance of Albert Maurice.

Without giving him time to deliberate, the
young citizen drew him forcibly back from the
cabinet with his right hand, while he himself
laid his left upon the very bundle of papers that
Ganay had been about to take. The druggist
was struck dumb with surprise, disappointment,
and consternation ; but Maillotin du Bac, who did
not easily lose his presence of mind, exclaimed
at once, ‘“ What! you here, sir President; I
thought you were miles hence by this time.”

¢ Doubtless you did,” replied Albert Maurice,
¢ doubtless you did! What do you here 2"

*“ We seek to discover if there be any test-
amentary paper,” replied the Prévét, who per-
ceived that the door-way, which opened into the

KX 2
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saloon, was full of people, amongst whom he re-
cognised none of his own band.

¢¢ And what right have you, sir, to seek for
such papers?” demanded the President. < 1Is
it a part of your office? Is it a part of your
duty? You seem to consider your functions
wonderfully enlarged of late? Advance, Mai-
tre Pierre,” he continued, turning to one of the
eschevins of the city, who had accompanied him
thither. ¢ You will do your duty in sealing up
the effects of the Lord of Neufchatel. As for
these papers which I have in my hand, I hold
them to be necessary to the state, having seen
them before, by the consent of the Lord of
Neufchatel, while awaiting in this chamber of
his house, an examination before the council of
the Princess on a charge brought against me
by yon Prévét. It is my intention, therefore,
to keep them in my possession. But I beseech
you, in the first instance, to envelope them care-
fully, sealing them with your own seal, after
which I will be answerable for them to whatever
person may prove to be the legal heir of the
nobleman deceased.”



THE REVOLT OF GHENT. 197

Ganay’s face, always pale, became perfectly
cadaverous, as he heard these words; and both
Albert Maurice and the Prévét believed that
the only feeling at his heart, at that moment,
was terror. The words he muttered to himself,
however, were —¢¢ Fool ! he has destroyed him-
self ! "—and might have shown, had they been
overheard, that the predominant passion of
his soul, —revenge, — was still uppermost ; and
even overbore both consternation and surprise.

The eschevin, according to the desire of the
president, sealed up the papers in an envelope,
and returned them to him ; and Albert Maurice,
whose stern eye had turned severely from the
countenance of the one culprit to the other,
with an expression which made them at first
believe that he meditated to exert his authority
for their punishment, now once more addressed
the magistrate, saying, ‘I must myself leave
you, sir, to pursue this business alone, for it will
require hard riding to overtake the troops; but
I have every confidence that you will examine
this suspicious affair most strictly and carefully.
You know how far, according to the laws, such

K3
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conduct as we have seen to-day is just or unjust,
and you will take measures, without favour, to
see that justice be not evaded. But you will be
pleased especially to cause the body of the de-
ceased nobleman, of which we had but a casual
glance just now, to be carefully examined by
competent persons, in order to ascertain the
cause of his death., My speedy return will pre-
vent the necessity of your employing any means
but those of precaution, till we meet again. In
the mean time, farewell.”

Thus saying, Albert Maurice, without taking
any further notice either of Ganay or the Pré-
vot,quitted the chamber; and, leaving a sufficient
number of persons behind to enforce the autho-
rity of the eschevin, he proceeded to the court-
yard, and, mounting his horse, galloped off.

Things that appear very extraordinary in
themselves, are often brought about by the
simplest means ; and such had been the case in
regard to the interruption. which Ganay and
the Prévét had met with in the execution of
their design. Albert Maurice had been pre-
vented, by some casual business, from setting
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out himself at the hour he at first proposed,
but in order that the troops might not be de-
layed, he suffered them to begin their march
from Ghent, under their inferior officers, well
knowing that, with the number of swift horses
he had at his command, he could overtake them
before they had advanced many miles. His
way lay past the hotel of the Lord of Neufcha-
tel; and as he was riding hastily on with a
few attendants, he saw a boy drop from one of
the casements, and run across the street in
breathless haste. From some vague suspicion,
Albert Maurice stopped him, with enquiries;
and the boy at once replied, ¢ The old lord is
dead, and the Prévot and the druggist have
shut all the varlets up in the hall, while they
seal up the papers. So they sent me to tell
the squires and men at arms in the other lodg-
ing.” A
~ Such tidings, joined to the previous know-
ledge that he possessed, was quite sufficient for
Albert Maurice ; and, sending instantly for one
of the eschevins who lived close by, he pro-

ceeded, ¢t once, to the hotel, and, with his own
] '
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followers, the retainers he found on the premises,
and those who rapidly came over from the other
side of the street, he obliged the Prévdt’s guard
to quit the place. He then at once proceeded
to the chamber of the dead man, and after a hasty
examination of the corpse, which excited still
stronger suspicion, he led the way silently to the
room in which he knew that the papers re- -
ferring to Ganay were usually kept.

All that ensued we have already seen, and,
without pursuing any further the events which
took place in Ghent, we shall beg leave to fol-
low the young citizen on his journey.
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CHAPTER VIIIL

THE transactions of the next few days, though
certainly comprising matters of great interest to
many of the persons connected with the present
history, must be past over as briefly as possible,
because their nature is in a certain sense dis-
cordant with the general tenmor of the story.
This is no tale of battles; unless it be the bat-
tle of passions in the human heart; and there-
fore it is that we give no minute detail of the
incidents which befel Albert Maurice in his
short but brilliant military career. Suffice it
to say, that by happy combinations, and the
strenuous exertion of the great activity which
was one of the most conspicuous traits in his
~ character, he had, in the short space of five
days,l thrown forces into Douai and Lille, and
had defeated Le Lude and a body of men at
arms despatched from Arras to cut off his

retreat.
k5
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‘Well aware of the mighty effect of success
in blowing up the bubble of popularity, he
despatched messenger after messenger to Ghent,
bearing tidings of each event as it occurred.
Joy and gratulation spread through the city;
" and the people of Ghent, elated by their novel
exploits in arms, laid out in fancy vast plans of
conquest and aggrandisement, and began to
think themselves invincible in the field. Nor
was his military success without effect upon.
the heart of Albert Maurice himself. It did
not, it is true, produce such over-weening ex-
pectations in his own bosom, as it did in those
of his weaker fellow citizens. But it certainly
did give him new confidence in his own powers,
from the very fact of finding good fortune attend
him in every effort, however new and unfamiliar
to his habits and his mind. It nerved him to
dare all, and to struggle against every difficulty ;
and the combination of constant occupation and
repeated triumph drowned, for the time, those
feelings of remorse and self-upbraiding, which,
day by day, had been acquiring a stronger
hold upon his heart. Besides, it communicated
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to his mind the refreshing consciousness of
being energetically empioyed in the execution
of duties totally unmingled with any baser
motive in their origin, or any degrading means
_ in their progress. In the actions which he per-
formed during these four days, he felt that for
the first time he was really serving his country,
that he was winning a purer glory and gaining
a nobler name, than faction or intrigue — what-
ever might be its object, and whatever might
be its result — could ever obtain for man; and
his heart expanded with a joy long unknown,
when at night he summed up the events of
the day, and found that another sun had risen
and set on deeds which he could dare all the
world to scrutinise. _

Still the necessity of his immediate return to
Ghent was not the less felt; and as soon as
ever he had accomplished the great purpose of
his expedition, he commenced his march home-
wards, and pursued it with as much rapidity as
possible.

His force was, by this time, reduced to a
thousand horse, from the various reinforce-

K 6
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ments he had thrown into the frontier towns;
but nevertheless, confident of his own powers,
ke took the way towards Ghent, by the neigh-
bourhood of Tournay, although various bands
detached from the garrison of that city were
continnally making excursions into the country
around. He fixed his quarters for the night,
after his first day’s march homeward, in a little
village about three miles to the east of that
town; and, taking such precautions as were
necessary to guard against surprise, he passed
the hours of darkness undisturbed. It was a
fine spring morning when he again put his
troops in motion. The sun had just risen ; and
the fresh, elastic air, driving the vapours of the
night before it, had gathered together in the
north a wide extent of dark cloﬁds, streaked
with the whiter mists that were every moment
carried to join them by the wind; while, over
all the rest of the sky, the bright sunshine was
pouring triumphantly, and flashing upon the
diamond drops that the night had left behind
on every spray and every blade of grass.

The body of horse which the young citizen
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commanded moved on quickly, but cautiously,
through the by roads and less direct paths
which led between Tournay and Ath; and it
had proceeded in this manner for about an
hour, when the distant sound of a culverin,
followed by a heavy discharge of artillery, was
borne upon his ear from the westward. The
troopers listened eagerly, with no small curi-
osity written on their countenances; but the
face of Albert Maurice scarcely betrayed that
he heard the sounds, except by a curl of the
lip, slight indeed, but bitter and contemptuous.
He rode on without comment, however; and,
in a short time afterwards, as he led his force
over the summit of a small hill, he could per-
ceive on looking towards Tournay — which
place was hidden itself by some wavy ground
that intervened — a long stream of thick, white
smoke, drifting down the valley in which that
city stands. He drew in his horse for a moment,
and gazed upon the sight; and then, putting
his force into a quicker pace, pursued his road
onward towards Ghent.

The path which they were following entered,
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at about the distance of two miles from the
place where they then were, the high road from
Tournay to Oudenarde; and, passing among
some woody grounds, it lay very much concealed
from observation. As they came near the open
road, however, Albert Maurice himself pro-
ceeded a little in advance of the line to recon-
noitre, before he led his forces forth from the’
less exposed ground below. But ere he reached
it, the sounds that he heard were sufficient
to satisfy him that the high way was occupied
by some party of armed men, either friends or
foes. As the prospect of meeting with the
forces commanded by the Duke of Gueldres
was little less disagreeable to him than that of
encountering a superior body of the enemy, he
now halted his men, and rode slowly along the
narrow border of copse which separated the low
grounds from the high road, in order to ascer-
tain who were his immediate neighbours, and
what was the direction they were taking. The
trampling of horses, the jingling of armour,
laughter, merriment, and oaths, announced suf-
ficiently the presence of some military force;
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~ and the moment after, a break in the belt of
wood showed him the rear of a body of horse-
men passing on in a continuous but somewhat
irregular line towards Tournay; while the straight
crosses of cut cloth which they wore sewed upon
their gambesons, at once designated them as the
" adherents of France in opposition to Burgundy,
the partizans of which Dukedom were as uni-
versally designated by a cross-cross, or cross of
St. Andrew. .

The young burgher paused for several
minutes; and fixing his eye upon a break some
way farther down the road, watched till the
spears and plumes began to pass by that
aperture also, and, by means of the two, easily
ascertained that the party he beheld did not
amount to more than five hundred men. Though
from various traces of recent strife, joined to
the merriment that reigned amongst them, he
judged,—and judged rightly, —that the French
were returning to Tournay after some successful
skirmish, which, he doubted not, had taken
place with the Duke of Gueldres; yet, the
superiority of his own numbers and his con-
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fidence in his own powers, determined him
immediately to attack the enemy.

This resolution was no sooner formed than
executed ; and although the space was narrow
for the evolutions of cavalry, the road having
on one side a large piece of marshy ground, and
on the other a scattered wood ; yet so unprepared
were the French for the attack of the Gandois,
and so skilfully did the young citizen employ a
raw against a veteran force, that the old soldiers
of Lewis at once gave way before the fresh levies
of Ghent; and while many a man found an
ignoble death in the morass, those were the

" happiest who, by sharp spurring, made their
way unscathed to Tournay.

A battery of small cannon, which enfiladed
the part of the road that led directly to the .
gate, protected the fugitives in their retreat;
and Albert Maurice, not fully aware of the
state of the garrison, and the amount of forces
it could pour forth upon his small body,
hastened to retreat from before the walls as
soon as he found himself exposed to their
artillery. The way seemed clear before him ;
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yet—as he knew that the enterprise of the
Duke of Gueldres was to have taken place
about that time, and from the firing he had
heard in the morning, doubted not it had been
attempted on that very day, —he could not
believe that so small a party as that which he
had just driven back within the walls, would
have ventured forth alone against the superior
force of the Gandois; and he felt sure that
some larger body of French troops must still
lie between him and the retreating army of the
Duke of Gueldres.

Under these circumstances, and fearful of
tarnishing the gloss of his success by encoun-
tering a defeat at last, he caused the country to
be well reconmoitred as he advanced; and ere
long, the reported appearance of a large force
seen moving in the line of the high road, about
a league in advance, made him resolve once more
to take the paths through the wood to the east,
however circuitous and imconvenient, being
very well assured from his knowledge of the
country and from his acquaintance with the
plans of the people of Ghent, that the line of
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operations of either party could -not have ex-
tended far to the east of the Chemin & Oude-
narde, as the high road was called.

He accordingly at once quitted the broad
causeway which led directly to Ghent, and
passing across some of the wide yellow mustard
fields that lay to the right, he gained, unob-
served, the shelter of the scattered woods
through which he had been before advancing.
As he marched on, however, the appearance of
some of the fearful marks of warfare —now'a
slain horse — now a long track of blood — now
some piece of armour, or some offensive weapon
-cast away in flight —showed that a deadly
strife must have passed not far from the ground
over which he was marching. These tokens
of war, however, soon became less frequent ;
and, by care and circumspection, he passed
on without encountering any of the bands
of either party which were scattered over
that part of the province. Not knowing the
state of the country, and determined, whatever
were the case, to force his way onward to
Ghent without loss of time; he did not choose
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to detach any parties from his main body ;
but he was of course very anxious for intel-
ligence, and it was not long before he received
as much as was necessary for the purpose of
determining his after proceedings. Ere he
had marched half a league, several stragglers
belonging to the army of Ghent joined his
force; and from them he learned, that on that
very morning the Duke of Gueldres had at-
tacked and burned the suburbs of Tournay;
but that in effecting his retreat, his rear guard
had been charged by a small force from the
town, and had been nearly cut to pieces, not-
withstanding extraordinary efforts on the part
of the Duke himself. That Prince was reported
to be dead or taken, and the rest of the army
had retreated in no small confusion upon
Oudenarde.

This discomfiture of the Flemish forces,
and the disgrace inflicted on his country, were
of course painful as a whole, to the young
citizen; but there were parts of the detail
which were not so unpleasant ; for his successes
of course stood out in brighter light from their
contrast with the failure of the larger division ;
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and as it appeared, by the account of the fugi-
tives, that the party which had defeated the
Duke of Gueldres was the very same that he
himself had in turn overthrown and driven into
Tournay, the mortification would be in some
degree softened to the people of Ghent, while
he could not find in his heart to grieve very
bitterly for their defeated commander.

The intelligence that he now received of the
state of the garrison of Tournay — which it
appeared was very scanty, but bold and enter-
prising in the extreme — made him resolve to
halt for the night at the first village on the
road, in order to keep the forces of that city in
check, while the dispersed parties of Flemings
effected their retreat. He accordingly took
up his quarters at the little town of Frasne,
on the edge of the wood, and immediately
sent out parties to reconmoitre the country,
and bring in any stragglers they might
meet with. But few were found, however;
and from their information, the young burgher
was led to suppose that the great body of the
forces, which had issued from Ghent two days
before, had made good ‘its retreat, without any
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farther loss than the discomfiture of its rear
guard. )

By the time these facts were perfectly ascer-
tained, the evening was too far advanced to
make any farther movement; and Albert
Maurice, having taken measures to hold his
Ppresent position in security, laid by the weighty
armour with which, according to the custom of
the day, he was encumbered on the march, and
strolled out alone into the wood, to give way to
thoughts which had long been sternly pressing
for attention. He was now returning towards -
Ghent, where he could not hide from himself
that new scenes of intrigue, of anxiety, and of
trouble, lay before him. His previous conduct
in the same career had given birth to regrets
which he had determined to scan, and try more
accurately than he ever yet had done ; and from
his judgment on the past, to form a firm and
inflexible determination for the future. He
found too that now was the moment when the
self-examijnation must begin, if ever it was
to be attempted ; and many circumstances com-
bined to render it less painful than it had ap-
péared before. Previous to the expedition in
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which he was now engaged, the commune with
his own heart had offered so little but pure.
bitterness, that he had avoided it with care.
But his recent successes, in which was to be
found no matter for self-reproach, afforded him
something wherewith to balance more painful
contemplations ; and with a decided purpose of
indulging that craving for calm reflection which
had long preyed upon him, he went forth
totally alone, merely saying to his attendants
that he would speedily return.

Of course, it is not possible to follow the
thoughts of Albert Maurice through all the
tortuous and uncertain ways which the human
heart pursues in its examination of itself.
The result, however, was painful. He com-
pared what he had done, now that power was
given into his hands, with what he had pro-
posed to do, when that power existed but in
expectation. Not six months before he had
determined, if ever circumstances should favour
the exertion of his abilities in the wide arena
of political strife, to dedicate all the talents
and energy of his mind solely to the good of his
country —to free her from oppression — to
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remedy the evils of her situation — to open the
way for arts and civilisation —to place laws
and rights upon such a footing that they could
never be doubted nor destroyed — and to ac-
complish all this by the most calm and peaceful
means, without spilling one unnecessary drop
of blood — without causing one eye through all
the land to shed a tear.

Such had been his purpose — but what had
been his conduct, and what had he become ?
He had appropriated nearly the whole power
of the state. He had obtained influence greater
than his fondest expectations had held out.
He had not improved one law. He had not
removed one evil. He had seen, under his
own authority, anarchy substituted for civil
order and domestic peace. He had involved
himself in the meanest wiles of faction and
intrigue. He had seen innocent blood shed
by the hands of the populace. He had him-
self brought about the death of two noble-
minded men, who, his own heart told him, were
innocent of the crimes with which they were
charged, and conscience thundered in his ear
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that they were murdered for his ambition. He
could no longer look upon himself as a patriat,
He knew himself to have become solely an
ambitious demagogue ; and — look around him
on which side he would —he saw no means
of extricating himself or his country from the
state into which he had aided to immenrse it, but
by pursuing the same dark and intricate in-
trigues — the mean cunning of which he felt
bitterly to be degrading to his better nature —
by shedding more blood, by stirring up more
discord, and by plunging deeper and deeper
into the abyss of anarchy and confusion.

‘While such a conviction forced itself upon
his mind, he almost shrunk from himself; and
the small, still voice within whispered that but
one way was left —to yield the hand of Mary of
Burgundy to any prince whose state and situation
offered the most immediate prospect of benefit
and support to his country — to make the price
of that fair hand and the rich dowry that went
with it, the full recognition of such popular
rights as would put the freedom and prosperity
of Flanders for ever beyond a doubt,—and on
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his own part to resign the hopes and aspirations
that had led him so far astray. But those hopes
—those aspirations—had become parts of his
very soul ; and to require him to cast them from
him was but to bid him die. ~ As the bare idea
crossed his mind of resigning Mary of Burgundy
— of seeing her in the arms of another — the
blood rushed up into his head with violence;
and he paused abruptly on his way, resolved, if
thought presented such images, to think no
more. The good and the evil principle were
in his heart at eternal war; calm reflection
instantly gave the good full promise of victory ;
but the evil had but to call up the idea of Mary
of Burgundy as the wife of another, in order
to banish reflection altogether, and every better
purpose along with it.

He had, by this time, advanced pretty far
into the wood, and the faint grey of the sky
announced that the sun was sinking rapidly
below the horizon, and warned him to return to
the village. The road he had followed was a long
grassy path, cut by the wheels of the wood-
carts; and there was no mistaking his way back..

VOL. III L "
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But, as he paused, determined to think no more,
since theught required such bitter sacrifices, he
looked onward vacantly, ere he turned, direct-
ing his mind to external things, the better
to withdraw it from himself. As he did so, he
remarked, at the bottom of the slope, down
which the path proceeded, some large white
object lying amongst the lomg grass which
fringed a little forest stream. The distance
was not more than two hundred yards in ad-
vance ; and attracted, he knew not verf well
why, he strode on almost unconsciously towards
the spot. As he came nearer, the object which
had caught his eye assumed the form of a
horse, either dead or asleep; and to ascertain
which was the case he still walked forward, till
he stood close beside it, and found that it was
the carcase of a splendid charger, which had
dropped, apparently, from exhaustion and loss
of blood. A rich military saddle and a poitral,
inlaid with gold, announced that the rank of the
rider must have been high ; while a fresh wound
in the poor beast’s side, and another in his
thigh, seemed to show that he had been engaged
in the skirmish of that morning.
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Albert Maurice gazed on the horse for a mo-
ment, not exactly with indifference; but with
no great interest in a sight which had been
frequently before his eyes during.the last two
or three days. The thing that principally at- .
tracted his attention, indeed, was the costliness
of the caparisons; and he looked round thelittle
glade in which he now stood, to see if he could
perceive any further traces of the horse’s owner.
His eye instantly rested upon a pile of splendid
arms, cast heedlessly down at a little distance;
and as he walked forward to examine them
also, a man started up, as if from sleep, amongst
the fern which there thickly clothed the forest
ground, exclaiming,—¢ Who goes there?”

A single glance sufficed to show Albert Mau-
rice that he stood in presence of the Duke of
Gueldres ; and that prince was almost as soon
aware of whom he himself had encountered. No
great love existed between them, it is true; but
anatural feeling of compassion for the defeat and
disappointment which the Duke had that day
sustained, and a conviction that that defeat,
together with his own success, had removed all

L2
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danger from the rivalry of the other, greatly
softened the feelings of enmity in the bosom of
the young citizen ; and a word would have dis-
armed him entirely. The contrary, however,
was the case with Adolphus of Gueldres, who,
naturally furious and impatient, became almost
insane by defeat and disgrace. He had heard,
too, it would seem, of the late successes of
Albert Maurice ; and jealousy and envy were
thus added to hatred. His words and his man-
ner had been quick and vehement, even before
he had seen who it was that roused him. But
no sooner did he distinguish the features of the
young citizen, than the thought of his own
overthrow, and of the triumph of Albert Mau-
rice, mingled with remembrance of the opposi-
tion he had formerly met with, and the cool
contempt with which he had been treated on
their last meeting, all rose up in his mind; and
his countenance became convulsed with passion.

“Ha!"” he cried, “you here, Sir mechanic!
you here to insult and triumph over me ! — Or
have you come to finish out what we but began
in the town-hall of Ghent? Doubtless you
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have ! — quick then, quick! Draw, sir,—draw
your sword, I say! Thank God, there is no one
here, either to part us, or to see the Duke of
Gueldres stain his blade with the blood of a
low citizen{”

Albert Maurice himself was not, naturally,
the most patient of men; and he instantly laid
his hand upon his sword. But a better feeling
checked him the moment after ; and he paused in -
the act, saying,—** You had better reflect, my
Lord!” But before he could add another word
the Duke of Gueldres struck him a blow with
the pommel of his weapon, that made him reel ;
and in the next moment their blades were
crossed.

Complete master of every military exercise,
powerful, active, quicksighted, and calm, Albert
Maurice was far more than a match for the
Duke of Gueldres, though that prince had
always been reputed a stout and skilful man at
arms. So great, indeed, did the young President
feel his own superiority to be, that, had he not
been heated in some degree by the blow he
had received, he would, most probably, have

L3
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contented himself with wounding or disarming
his antagonist. But he was heated with the
insult; - and in four passes, the sword of the
Duke of Gueldres—turned from its course—was
wounding the empty air over the shoulder of Al-
bert Maurice, while the blade of the young citizen
passed direct through the chest of his adversary.
Albert Maurice recovered his weapon, and
gazed for a moment on the Duke, whose mortal
career he felt must be at its close. But that
unhappy prince stood before him for an instant,
still holding his sword, and still apparently firm
upon his feet, though a ghastly swimming of his
eyes showed what a convulsive agony was moving
his frame within. He made no further effort
to lunge again; but he stood there by a sort of
rigid effort, which sufficed for a time to keep
him from falling, though that was all. The
next moment the sword dropped. He reeled
giddily ; and then fell back with a fearful sort
of sobbing in his throat. :
Albert Maurice kneeled down beside him,
and strove to stanch the blood (which was now
flowing copiously from his wounds), at least
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in such a degree as to enable him to speak,
should he have any directions to give before
he died. He brought some water, also, from
the brook hard by, and sprinkled his face ; and
the Duke almost instantly opened his eyes, and
gazed wildly about for a moment. Then, as
his glance met that of Albert Maurice, he ex-
claimed, in the same harsh and brutal tone he
had before used,—*¢ You have slain me, fellow !
you have slain me! Out upon it, churl! you
have spilt some of the best blood of the land.”

“ My Lord,” said Albert Maurice solemnly,
““you have brought it on yourself. But,oh!
think not of that at this moment. You are
dying. There is such a thing as another world ;
and, oh! repent you of your sins while you are
yetin this.”

¢¢ Is it you tell me torepent?” cried the Duke
faintly,—¢¢ you, who have shortened my time for
repentance. What know you of my sins?”

 Nothing, but by report, my Lord,” replied
the young citizen ; ¢ except, indeed —except on
one occasion,— the fire at the pleasure house of

L 4
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Lindenmar —the death of the young heir of
Hannut!” '

The Duke groaned. ¢ Oh! were that all,”
cried he—*¢ were that all,—that might soon be
pardoned. For my own hands in some degree
undid what my own voice commanded. But
stay, stay,” he added, speaking far more quickly,
¢¢ stay, I may do some good yet. The old man,
they say, still grieves for his child. Fly to him
quick. Tell him the boy did not die in the
flames of Lindenmar. Tell him —tell him that
I bore him away myself. Tell him that, bad as
I was, I could not resist the look of helpless in-
fancy; that I carried him away wrapped in my
mantle; and when my own boy died, bred him
as my own; that I was kind to him—that
Iloved him, till the butchers of Duke Philip
murdered him, when they cast me into prison at
Namur.”

A light broke at once upon the mind of the
young citizen. ¢ Good God!” he cried,—he
is not dead. He lives, my Lord — he lives. He
escaped —found refuge with his own father —
ay, and was instrumental in procuring your
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Tives.” ' )

The eyes of the Duke of Gueldres fixed upon
him as he spoke, with an intense and half-
doubting gaze. But as the young burgher
repeated earnestly, ¢ He lives,” the dying man,
by a great effort, half raised himself from the
ground, clasped his hands together, and ex-
claimed, ¢ Thank God!” They were the last
words he ever spoke; for almost ashe uttered
them, he closed his eyes as if a faint sickness’
had come over him— fell back upon the turf
with a convulsive shudder—and in a few mo-
ments Adolphus of Gueldres was no more.

Albert Maurice gazed upon him with a feel-
ing of painful interest. He had slain him, it is
true, under circumstances which he believed to
justify the deed. But no one, that is not in
heart a butcher, can, under any circumstances,
take life hand to hand, without feeling that a
cloud has settled over existence for ever. There
is always something to be remembered — always
something that can never be forgotten. In
the case of the young citizen, too, the cloud

L5 ’
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was of a deeper shade ; for he felt that in the
death of the Duke of Gueldres,—however much
justified by the immediate provocation,— he had
taken another life in that course of ambition,
in which he felt that many more must fall.
Thus, in gloomy bitterness, he took his way
back to the vﬂlage, and, without any explan-
ation, gave orders that the dead body should be
brought in with honour. The soldiers concluded
that both horse and man had died by the hands
of the enemy; and Albert Maurice, in quitting
his quarters the next morning, gave strict
directions that the remains of the deceased
prince should be sent after him immediately to
Ghent. Before a bier could be got ready,
however, and all the necessary preparations
entered into, a party from the town of Tournay
swept the little village of Frasne ; and the body
of the Duke, being found there, was carried away
by the French. Due honours were shown to
the corpse by the people of Tournay; and many
of the writers of that age attribute the death of
Adolphus, the bad Duke of Gueldres, to the
successful sortie of the garrison of that city.
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CHAPTER IX.

It was barely dawn when Albert Maurice
began his last day’s march towards Ghent; and
though the distance was considerable, at the
hour of three in the afternoon he was within a
league of the city. The number of armed men
that he now met with — both single individuals
and small bands — showed him that the force
which had retreated from before Tournay
must have lately passed. And with a sort of
anxious apprehension in regard to the machin-
ations which might have taken place in Ghent
during his absence, he spoke personally with
almost all the stragglers he overtook; and, by
a few kind words, easily induced a number of
the parties of half-disciplined burghers and
peasantry to join the small force he was lead-
ing- into Ghent — most of them being very
willing to pass for part of a conquering rather

than part of a conquered army.
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At the distance of about two miles from the
city — at a point where the town itself was hid-
den by a detached wood — Albert Maurice per-
ceived a small body of horsemen coming slowly
towards him; but as such a sight had nothing
extraordinary in it, he took but little heed of
the party till it was within a hundred yards,
when, to his unutterable surprise, he beheld
the portly figure of worthy Martin Fruse lead-
ing the van on horseback, —a situation which
the good burgher, as may well be remembered,
had never coveted in his most agile and enter-
prising age, but which had become quite ab-
horrent to his feelings now that years and bulk
had weighed down all activity.

¢¢ Halt your troops!—halt your troops, my
dear boy!” cried the worthy merchant, in some
trepidation. ¢° Halt your troops, and listen to
me while I tell you ”

¢ Had you not better speak with the honour-
able President apart?” said one of the party,
in whom Albert Maurice instantly recognised
Maitre Pierre, the eschevin who had been
called to examine the dwelling of the old Lord
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of Neufchitel ; although, on glancing his eye
over the rest, he could recal the face of none
other amongst the stout men at arms, of which
the chief part of the band was composed.

Seeing that there was something to be com-
municated, and judging that no very agreeable
intelligence awaited him, from the evident agi-
tation of his friends, he gave the command to
halt his little force; and then leading the way
into the meadow, begged his uncle to explain
the cause of his perturbation.

Martin Fruse began with a violent declam-
ation upon the evils of riding on horseback,
and the perils thereupon attending; but he
ended with a recapitulation of dangers some-
what more real, which awaited his nephew if
he ventured within the gates of Ghent. It
seemed that the violent party — as Albert
Maurice had apprehended — had, under the
skilful tactics of the druggist Ganay, com-
pletely outmanceuvred the little junto that the
young President had left to keep them in
check; and now that it was too late, Albert
Maurice perceived that he had suffered his
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thirst for military renown to lead him aside
from the paths of saner policy. Ganay him-
self had become the supreme object of the
people’s adoration; and having leagued himself
by some skilful management with the Duke of
Cleves on the one hand, and the populace on
the other, he had been entirely successful in
all the measures he had proposed to the council
of magistrates. The States General had not
again met, it was true, but a new party had been
created in the town. The city of Ghent, in fact,
had become completely divided, but divided un-
equally; for though a strong and influential
body had attached themselves to Martin Fruse,
the multitude adhered to his opponent.

Ganay, indeed, the worthy burgher said, not
daring openly to assail one whose successes in
the field were daily subject of rejoicing with
the citizens, affected to act upon the instruc-
tions and desires of Albert Maurice himself;
and the complete, or rather apparent union
between them, which had formerly existed,
bad aided to deceive the people. Martin Fruse
had reproached the druggist, and reasoned with
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the magistrates, in vain; and all that he had
gained was the certainty that, from some’ cause
which he could not define, Ganay had become
his nephew’s most bitter enemy, though he still
affected to regard him as a friend. Private in-
formation, also, had reached Martin Fruse early
in the morning, that — as soon as it had been
ascertained that the young citizen was on his
march with the intention of reaching the city
in the course of the day — Ganay, supported both
by the nobility under the Duke of Cleves and
by the more violent members of the States, had
determined to arrest the President that very
night, at a grand banquet to be given in honour
of his return ; and the large body of discontented
soldiery which had been pouring into the town
during the day, and who were already jealous
of those who had been more successful than
themselves, seemed to offer the means of ac-
complishing this purpose in security. Martin
Fruse, losing all presence of mind at the danger
of his beloved nephew, had determined to quit
the city, and to meet and warn the object of
this conspiracy, of his danger, ere he entered
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tﬂe town. The eschevin, who had been called
to the hotel of the Lord of Neufchatel, conscious
that some suspicions he had let fall concerning
the death of that nobleman had rendered him
obnoxious to the party which for the time
appeared triumphant, had joined the good
burgher; and the danger that seemed to
threaten all, had even overcome the objection
of Martin Fruse to the use of a horse.

This tale was soon told ; and Albert Maurice,
from his own private knowledge of all the
springs that were moving the dark cabals within
the walls of the city before him, saw much
deeper into the dangers and difficulties of his
own situation than those who detailed the cir-
cumstances which had occurred since his de-
parture. He saw that the crisis of his fate was
come; and without once entertaining the vain
thought of avoiding it, he merely paused fo
calculate how he might pass through it most
triumphantly. ' '

Fear or hesitation, doubt or even anxiety,
never seemed to cross his mind for a moment.
He felt, it is true, that his victory or his fall
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must be now complete, and that he was march-
iilg forward to a strife that must be final and de-
cisive : but still he was eager to bring the whole
to a close — perhaps from that confidence in his
own powers, which is ever one great step towards
success. He heard his uncle to an end with an
unchanged countenance; and then, without a
single observation on the intelligence he had
just received, he spoke a few words to the
eschevin, in a low tone, in regard to the inqui-
sition he had charged him to make in the house
of the old Lord of Neufchitel. The answers
seemed to satisfy him well; for ever and anon
he bowed his head with a calm but somewhat
bitter smile, saying merely, — ¢ So! Ay! Is
it so?”

At length he demanded suddenly, — pointing
to a man at arms who had come up with his
uncle and the party that had accompanied him,
and now sat with his visor up, displaying a
fresh and weather-beaten countenance, well
seamed With scars of ancient wounds, — ¢ Who
is that ? I should know his face.”

¢ That,” whispered his uncle, riding close up
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to him — ¢ that is good Matthew Gournay the
captain of adventurers, who was with us in the
year fifty, when we made a stand against the
Count of Charolois. He said you had sent for
him” .

¢ I did, I did!” replied the young burgher;
‘¢ but I had forgotten all about it, in the events
that have since taken place. Where is the
prisoner I left in the town prison?”

“Ay! there is one of their bold acts,” an-
swered Martin Fruse; and, as he spoke, the
countenance of Albert Maurice turned deadly
pale, thinking they had put to death the man
he had promised to set free; but his uncle soon
relieved him. ¢ Ay! there is one of their bold
acts,” he said; ¢ they have moved him from
the town house to the Prévét’s prison near the
gates, and threaten to do him to death to-mor-
row by cock-crow. Maillotin du Bac would
fain have had him tried by the eschevins this
morning ; but the Duke of Cleves made so long
a speech, and brought so much other business
before the council, that they agreed to put it
off till to-morrow; when he is to be inter-
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rogated at six o’clock, and have the question
at seven if he refuse to confess.”

Again the President mused, without reply,
though he saw that to extort confessions which
would tend to create a charge against him,
might be the object of the Prévét in reserving
the Vert Gallant for the torture. At length,
riding up to the -old man at arms, he led him
apart, and conversed with him earnestly for near
~ a quarter of an hour. At the end of that time
he conducted him, with the dozen of troopers
who accompanied him, to the last constabulary
of the horse, which had shared in his own suc-
cessful expedition, and then spoke a few words
with the constable, or leader of the troop, who,
with a low reverence, dropped back amongst his
men. The followers of Matthew Gournay fell
into the ranks; the adventurer put himself at
their head; and scarcely a difference was per-
ceivable in the order of the band.

As soon as all this was completed, Albert
Maurice rode back to his uncle and the rest of
his party, and informed them calmly that it was
absolutely necessary — notwithstanding all the
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events which had lately taken place —that they
should return to Ghent, and re-enter the town
by one of the opposite gates; so as to leave it
at least doubtful whether they had or had not
held any communication with himself.

‘What he required of them was, perhaps, some-
what hard, considering that they were peacefal
men, who had no small reason to fear for their
lives, and had no immediate stimulus to make
them risk so much willingly, But Martin
Fruse had seen his nephew accomplish such
great things in the face of every sort of pro-
bability, and the tone in which Albert Maurice
spoke was 8o calm and assured, that the wishes
of the young citizen were received as com-
mands; and the small party of citizens, now
left without an escort, rode off; while the
young President still halted on the road, to
give them time to make the circuit proposed
before his entrance.

As soon as he judged that this object
was accomplished, Albert Maurice again put
his troops in motion, and advanced slowly to-
wards the city. As he emerged from the low
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wood that had hitherto screened him, he de-
spatched a trumpet to announce his approach
to the council of Ghent, and the States of
Flanders ; and directed the messenger especially
to speak with Signior Ganay, one of the magis-
trates of the town. He then resumed a quicker
pace, and approached rapidly the walls of
the city.
. Before he reached the gates, however, it
became evident that his harbinger had not
spared the spur, and had already executed his
commission. ~ A large body of horsemen were
seen to issue forth, accompanied by a crowd on
foot; and loud shouts of joy and gratulation met
the ear of Albert Maurice, — showing that the
populace at least, to whom Ganay had first
made his court by affecting friendship for their
. victorious President, had not yet become aware
of the designs of his enemies. But such demon-
strations of the popular joy on his return, were.
received by Albert Maurice as no sign that
the purpose of destroying him did mot exist ;.
nor as any reason for expecting that his over-
throw would not be attempted; nor as any.
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proof that the people would oppose or resent
it; for no one knew better than himself how
slight a charge will condemn the most innocent
before the fierce tribunal of the multitude, or
felt more bitterly how readily those who
now greeted his return would shout at his
execution.

He was surprised, however, as the two parties
drew near each other, to find that the body which
had issued forth to receive him was headed by
Ganay himself, and was composed of all those
whom he had the greatest reason to look upon
as his political enemies. But Albert Mau-
rice was not to be deceived; and though he
received the compliments and gratulations of
the citizens on his return, and their thanks for
his great services, with a smiling countenance,
and bland untroubled brow, yet his mind clearly
divined the motives of so much courtesy; and
he internally scoffed at the grossness of the
deceit they attempted to play off upon him. He
bowed, and smiled, and doffed his cap and plume
to every one who affected to congratulate him ;
but he well understood that he was surrounded
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by doubtful friends or concealed enemies; and
watched carefully every changing expression of
the faces round him.

The populace on foot, who crowded round,
with loud and vehement shouts of ¢ Long live
the noble President! Long live the conqueror
of Le Lude!” he clearly saw were sincere
enough. But in the set speeches and formal
courtesy of the different members of the States
he beheld much to distrust, and calmly prepared
for those great and bold measures which were
alone fitted to meet the exigency of the mo-
ment.

Albert Maurice was a reader of the human
countenance,—a book, every volume of which
is easy to comprehend, when we know the lan-
guage in which it is written, or, in other words,
when we understand the general character of
the individual. Ganay was a master in the art
of dissimulation; but the young citizen was so
intimately acquainted with every turn of his
dark mind, that even the slight traces which he
suffered to appear, were as legible to Albert
Maurice, as if he had seen into his heart. He
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marked a transient and scarcely perceptible
shade come over the brow of the druggist,
whenever the people vociferated their noisy
welcome. He saw, too, that ever, on each
shout, Ganay redoubled his attention to himself;
and he clearly perceived that, from the moment
they met, his former friend attached himself to
his side, and strove anxiously to prevent his
holding any private communication with the
leaders of his troops. From all this, he judged
that the tidings he had received from Martin
Fruse were substantially correct; and that the
honours shown to him on his return, were only
to deceive the people, while any act that was
meditated against him was to be executed at
- night, after the lower orders had retired to rest.

Albert Maurice affected to be entirely de-
ceived, and rode on with the party who had
come to welcome him, with every appearance of
friendship and confidence. He spoke freely
and calmly with those around him; addressed
Granay frequently in a low and confidential tone ;
and, at the same time, assumed all that state
and dignity, which he knew that his enemies
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expected him to display. He marked, too, with
a feeling of suppressed scorn, the significant
glances which passed between his foes, as—
taking on himself the principal place, and with
an air and demeanour, which might have suited
the most potent monarch in Christendom — he
rode through the gates of Ghent amidst the ac-
clamations of the people.

While thus Albert Maurice proceeded, sur-
rounded by a great number of the high citizens,
the troops he commanded followed in a long
line, now swelled to the amount of nearly fifteen
hundred men. The whole cavalcade moved on
towards the market-place; but some persons,
who remained near the drawbridge, remarked
that the last band of soldiers did not follow the
rest; but, halting at the gate, relieved the guard
that was there on duty, and then passed on, in a
different direction, by the low streets which ran
under the walls. At the same time, however,
three of the troopers were detached, and, at
once, repassing the gates, galloped off at full
speed, in the direction of Heusden and Melle.

It was farther observed, and commented upon
VOL. TII x
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in other days, that in about two hours after-
wards, three bands of men at arms came up
from the same quarter, at a quick pace, and en-
tered the city, without even being questioned
by the guard. To what spot they went in the
city was not very clearly ascertained, but it was
generally reported that they made their way in
small parties to the town-house.

. In the meanwhile, Albert Maurice and the
rest pursued their march towards that building,
the crowds increasing every moment as they
passed, and rending the air with their acclam-
ations. With his helmet, lance, and shield,
carried by pages behind him, as if he had been
the most distinguished knight in the land —with
his cap and plume in his hand, and bowing his
fine head low at every shout of the multitude,
the young citizen advanced towards what wasy
called the Perron of the Hotel de Ville, on which
he found collected, to do him honour, the Dukeof
Cleves and a number of the other nobles of the
town and neighbourhood. Knowing their league
against him, and what a mockery they consi-
dered this public reception of a simple burgher,
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Albert Maurice could scarcely prevent the scorn
he felt in his heart from curling his proud lip.’
But he did prevent it, and merely thinking, like
Hamlet,—¢ They fool me to the top of my
bent,”’—he dismounted from his horse at the
steps, and played exactly the part which he well
knew they expected from him. After receiv-
ing, with a degree both of haughtiness and hu-
mility, the gratulations of the nobles upon his
successful expedition, he turned and addressed
the lower orders of Ghent in a long and flattering
harangue, throughout which, the close of every
period, was drowned in the enthusiastic cheers
_ of the populace.

¢ It were hard, my friends,” he added, in
conclusion, ¢ that you should all come out hither
to welcome my return, and I should give you
no sign of my good will. Fain would I have
you all to sup with me ; but, in good faith, there
are 80 many here,— some twenty thousand, as I
guess, — that no house could hold the multitude
I see around me.. However, it is a fair and
beautiful evening, and there is no better roof

than the sky. Now, as these noble lords and
M 2
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worthy merchants have invited me to banquet
with them within, I invite you all to sup here
in the market-place, and by seven of the clock
you shall find good ale and beef enough to satisfy
you, if I give the last stiver of my private fortune
to entertain the good artisans of Ghent.” ‘
- A loud shout burst from the people, but
Ganay and his friends exchanged glances not of
the most pleasant kind. Nor were their looks
rendered more placid, when they heard an order
given by the young President to his troops, pur-
porting that they were to stable their horses in
whatever sheds they could find round the market-
place, and to quarter themselves in the wide
halls and vacant chambers of the Hoétel de Ville,
Ganay even ventured to remonstrate against
turning the town-house into a barrack, but he
was instantly silenced by Albert Maurice.

¢ I have heard, my excellent, good friend,”
he replied, ¢ since my return to Ghent, that the
fifteen thousand men, who were driven like sheep
from before Tournay, have been received in this
city, and quartered in the different barracks. I
know, therefore, that there can be no room to
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spare, and what you urge with regard to the
illegality of bringing troops into the town-house,
you must well know does not apply in the pre-
sent case. The troops which I have resolved to
station there are the troops of the city of Ghent,
not those of either a foreign or a native prince.”

¢ But for the informality of the thing,” urged
Ganay, seeing that by the very measures which
he had taken to secure the safe execution of his
purpose against the young citizen, he had, in
fact, over-reached himself — ¢ but for the in-
formality of the thing, would it not be better,
as there is no room for them in the town, to
march them into any of the pleasant lxttle vil-
la.ges in the neighbourhood.”

¢ What!” exclaimed Albert Maurice, as-
suming an air of indignation ;—* what! make
the victorious troops, that have so well served
the city, give place to those who have brought
nothing but disgrace upon us! No, no, Master
Ganay, let us hear no more of this. My orders
must be obeyed;” and so saying, he turned
and advanced towards the door of the town-

house.
M3
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A short and rapid conversation was now car-
ried on, in a low tone, between the druggist and
the Duke of Cleves, as they ascended the steps
towards the hall. ¢ It will be impossible to-
night,” whispered the noble.

- «If he live over to-morrow,” replied Ganay,
“ no earthly power will overthrow him.” ,

A few words succeeded, in so low a tone,
that even, by the parties who spoke, their
meaning Wwas probably gathered more com-
pletely by their mutual looks, than by any dis-
tinct sounds. A white-haired old soldier, how
ever, who was pushing up the steps after the
.young President, just heard Ganay add, ¢ If 1
do, will you justify and defend me 2"

¢ Any thing to get rid of him!* replied: the
Duke emphatically ; and they both passed on.-

The sun was, by this time, beginning to
descend in the western sky; and on entering
the town-house, the young citizen retired to
the apartments which had been assigned him
in that building, and remained long in con-
sultation with various persons, who were
admitted to him one after another. The in-
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dividuals who thus visited him were all marked
by the opposite faction, which remained in the
other parts of the town-house; and it was seen
that, besides Martin Fruse, and a number of
the burghers adhering to the party of that
good citizen, almost all the leaders of the bands
‘which had accompanied the young President in
his expedition to Lille and Douai were ad-
mitted, and remained with him long, )

All this, however, appeared natural enough ;
end though his troops, in quartering them-
selves in different parts of the building,
according to his orders, seemed to take upon
themselves a tone of authority and power not
very pleasing to his adversaries ; yet this also
‘might pass for the swagger and insolence of
military success ; nor did it excite any very
great surprise. As the evening went on, how-
ever, a number of persons were observed
dascending to his apartments, whose faces no
one recognised. Some staid and some re-
turned ; but it was evident that they were not
citizens of Ghent, and great was the anxiety
and discussion which these appearances caused

N 4



248 MARY OF BURGUNDY; OR,

amongst the enemies of the young citizen.
Every means was taken to discover whence
they came and what was their errand, but it
was all in vain, The Duke of Cleves retired to
his own hotel to prepare for the scenes that
were about to take place; and Ganay waited
eagerly the coming of the hour appointed for
the banquet, which would put an end, he be-
lieved, for ever, to transactions which, from many
causes, he both doubted and feared.

- Nevertheless, his sensations were of a mixed,
and even painful nature, and his conclusions in
regard to the young citizen's conduct were less
clear and decided than they had ever been before.
He did not and would not believe that Albert
Maurice suspected the precise design of those
who had contrived his overthrow ; but he saw
evidently that he was not deceived by all the
fair appearances which had welcomed him back
to Ghent; and he felt that the moment was
come when, as the President had long before
foreseen, the immediate destruction of the one
was necessary to the safety of the other. That
conviction in his own bosom of course made
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him believe that Albert Maurice was equally
alive to the same fact; and as the means
which he had so carefully prepared during the
absence of the other had been, in some degree,
rendered vain by the measures that the Presi-
dent had taken, the druggist now stood resolved
to snatch the first opportunity ef executing his
purpose by any means, however great the risk,
well knowing that the peril of delay was still
greater.

And yet, strange to say, there was within
the bosom of that man,— hardened as he was
by crimes, and still more hardened by the
struggle of passions concealed within his breast
through a long life, — strange to say, there was
a feeling of deep regret, of bitter repugnance,
when he thought of the very act he planned for
his own security. If ever there had been, in
the course of all his existence, a being that he
hed sincerely loved, besides his own ushappy
son, that being had been Albert Maurice : and
though, in the scenes of civil faction and: the
strife of contending interests and desires which

they had lately passed through, that affection
M5
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Yiad been apparently mmothered, it is wonderfal
how freshly it rose up ih his heart when -he
thought that Albert Maurice must die by his
means, — possibly by his own hand. . -

The fatal creed he held of - man’s: entive
mortality, made him. fearless of death himself,
and careless of inflicting it on others; but,
petbaps, by teaching him that the loves and
affections of this life were all, it made them take
a deeper hold upon his heart, when once they
could grasp it by any means; and for a moment,
as he thought of cutting off the noble being
whose powers he had so often admired, — of
extinguishing for ever all those fiery energies
and bright aspirations he had watched from
their first breaking forth to their full ex-
-pansion — he shuddered at the task.

The people without, witnessing the pre-
paratiens for the banquet to which the young
citizen had invited them, from time to time
shouted forth his name with loud applause, and
there was a voice within the bosom of Ganay
that echoed their praises. ¢ He is indeed a
splendid creature,” he thought ; ¢ and if ever
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there was one calculated to win all hearts, and
lead men and nations on to scenes and glories
such as the world has never yet seen, he is the
man. Yet after all, he must die! and 'tis but
like the slaughter of a mighty stag or a noble
boar; and death, — which ends allthings, —
perhaps, when the pain and the pleasure ‘of
life are fairly balanced, is the crowning good
that renders the whole equal at last: but I
must speed to see all prepared !” ‘

- M6



W2 MARY OF BURGUNDY; OR,

CHAPTER X.

NEeveR had the town of Ghent witnessed so mag-
nificent a sight as on the night after the return
of Albert Maurice. The whole market-place
before the Stadt Huys, illuminated by a thou-
sand torches, was crowded with people regaling
at long tables, which groaned beneath the bur-
den of good cheer. The young President had
spared no means to satisfy all; and, by the
magic influence of gold, had, in the short time
which had elapsed since his return, conjured up
a festival more like some of those fairy banquets
depicted in an eastern tale, than any thing in
real life. Thousands and thousands, too, of
wealthier classes, whose circumstances raised
them above those who came to partake of his
bounty, moved through the open spaces, enjoy-
ing the scene. The Perron of the Hétel de
Ville was crowded with guards, officers, and
attendants, looking over the gay and happy
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sight which the square afforded ; and above all,
rose the dark mass of the town-house, with a
blaze of light flashing forth from all the open
windows, while the sound of music from within,
and the glancing of figures moving rapidly across
the lights, offered links of interest between the
feelings of the crowd without and the transac-
tions that were passing in the building.

- A knot of the more curious citizens had sta-
tioned themselves on the little rise by the foun-
tain, and watched eagerly the windows of the
hall, where the banquet was just about to take
place; and at length, when a loud flourish of
trumpets echoed out upon the air, some of them
were heard to exclaim, ¢ Now! now they are
coming to the tables! See, see! they are pass-
ing along! There is the Duke of Cleves; I
know him by the limp in his gait; and there is
the President,—thereis the noble President ! See
how he overtops them all, and how his plumes
dance above the highest in the hall ! Hurrah for
the noble President !” and the multitude catch-
ing the sound, burst forth with a loud and univer-
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sal cheer, that made the buildings around echo
-and re-echo with the shout.

Although, at that distance, it was difficult to
distinguish the persons within; yet the shout
was not unappropriate, for it was, indeed, Al-
bert Maurice who —received as a guest by the
States of Flanders, and the nobles and .-prime
burghers of Ghent—was advancing to the seat
prepared for him. Long consultations had been
previously held in regard to where that seat was
to be placed; for feudal states in general
required that a marked distinction should be
observed between nobles and citizens ; but the
druggist counselled the nobles to fool the
young citizen’s pride to the utmost for that one
night. The example of Artevelte—a common
tradesman of that very town, who had sat and
treated with. the highest princes of Europe
—was cited, and prevailed ; and the President
of Ghent took his chair by the Duke of Cleves,
with Ganay, by a previous arrangement, seated
beside him. .

The face of the druggist was uncommon)
pale. He had marked the immense concourse
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of people in the square: le bad marked the
multitude of guards and attendants that crowded
the terrace and thronged the halls of .the town-
house; and he knew the infinite perils.that
attended the deed he had undertaken to per-
form. Whatever course events might take,
he felt that fate brooded heavily over the whole
splendid scene ; and his small, clear dark -eye
wandered somewhat wildly round the hall,
especially as, in following Albert Maurice to-
wards the seat it had been arranged he was
to occupy, the thundering shout of the multi-
tude without, burst upon his ear. All, however,
pessed in tranquil ease: the whole party were
seated; and the attendants of the Duke of
Cleves —somewhat more numerous than neces-
sary —drew round the upper end of the table.
But as they did so, they perceived that they
enclosed amongst themselves two or three
strange men, on whose intrusion they remons
strated somewhat roughly, What the others an<
swered was not heard, but they kept their place,
and the banquet proceeded. h
. Every thing was rich and splendid, according
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to the custom of that time; and many a fish
and many a fowl appeared upon the table,
which have either lost their palatable flavour in
latter days, or have been discarded by some
depravity of human taste. Albert Maurice ate
sparingly, and drank little; but he was more
gay and cheerful than, perhaps, any one had
ever seen him before; and, with the whole,
there was an air of easy dignity, which left any
outward difference that might be observed be-
tween himself and any of the nobles around,
entirely to his advantage.

Ganay drank deep; and as the banquet pro-
ceeded his cheek grew flushed, and his eye
sparkled more, but he was silent, absent, and
thoughtful, and shrunk when the eye of Albert
Maurice rested on him even for a moment in
conversation. At length the Duke of Cleves rose,
and addressed the druggist briefly, saying, ¢ Mas-
ter Ganay, you are an orator and I am none ; and
besides, as one of the consuls of the good town of
Ghent, the task I am going to put upon you,
falls more naturally to you than to me. Fill,
then, yon golden hanap to the brim, and express,
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if you can find language to do so, the gratitude
and admiration which the States of Flanders —
nobles and commons alike—feel for him who
has won the first successes in arms for his native
country against her base invaders,—successes
which I trust may but be the earnest of many
more.”

Ganay took the large golden cup, and held it
to an officer who filled it with wine: but as the
druggist again brought it back he leaned his
hand upon the edge for a moment, and some-
thing was seen, by the eyes of more persons than
one, to fall into the chalice. He rose, however,
with greater composure than he had hitherto dis.
played through the evening; and with a happy
flow of words, the very choiceness and selection
of which made his speech seem far more vigour-
ous and enthusiastic than it really was, he
commented on the talents and successes of the
young citizen, and thanked him in the name of
the town of Ghent and the States of Flanders,
for the services he had rendered to his country.

It is scarcely necessary, perhaps, to state that
it was the common custom of the day for a per-
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son publicly drinking to another in such a
manner, to taste the wine himself, and then
to send the cup to him whom he addressed.
Ganay, accordingly, at the end of his oration,
raised the hanap to his lips, and held it there
for a moment; and then, according to form;
gave it to the cupbearer, who presented it te
the young burgher. Albert Maurice took the
chalice, and then rose, while the eye of the
druggist fixed upon him with a gaze, that
had something almost fearful in its very in-
tensity. .

+ ¢ Noble Lords,” he said, in a clear, mellow,
steady voice ; — “noble Lords! ‘dear fellow
citizens! worthy men of Flanders! you have
béen pleased this day to show me honours, far
higher than my poor merits gave me any title to
expect. The duty of a citizen to his country is
one, which, however zealously executed, affords
him no claim to thanks ; for being an obligation
imposed on him by his birth, it binds him strietly
through his life ; and even at his death, he that
has done all within his scope to uphold his native
land has still done nothing but that which he
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was bound to- do. Nevertheless, it is hard to
say, how much I rejoice, that the men of Ghent
and the States of Flanders have thought fit, by
such distinguished honours, to reward such poor
services as mine. Nor—however grateful to
my heart, may be your generous applause —
are my feelings personal alone. I rejoice more
that you have so honoured and rewarded the
first man who has been enabled to render ser-
vice in arms to the State, since her restoration
to freedom, than that the first was Albert Mau-
rigg. I rejoice chiefly, because I am sure that
the distinction shown to me—unworthy as I am
~- this night, will be the means of calling others
forth in the service of the country, whom diffi-
dence of their own powers, or doubts of the
State’s willingness to accept what they may
believe inefficient service, has hitherto kept
back from the path of fame, When an indivi-
dual serves his country to the utmost of his
power, he does but his duty to that country,
and no more; but when the State recompenses
its individual servants even beyond their deserts,
. it does its duty to itself, and insures the most
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zealous services of all its children: for the men
who will serve a niggard master well, because it
is their duty, will serve a liberal one with their
whole heart and soul ; and let me say, there is a
mighty difference. — Men of Ghent,” continued
the young President, * and you noble barons
and burghers of Flanders, I give you all deep
and heartfelt thanks; and I drink unto you
all1” '

Albert Maurice had spoken calmly and col-
lectedly, and not a word betrayed that there was
one feeling in his heart but tranquil confidence.
As he paused and lifted the cup in his hand,
the gaze of Guanay grew more and more
intense, his pale lip quivered, and a bright
red spot glowed on his ashy cheek, while the
jouﬁg citizen continued to raise the cup slowly
towards his lip. Suddenly, however, Albert
Maurice paused, and turned his glance with a
movement as quick as light upon the druggist,
into whose face the blood rushed with fearful
violence as their eyes met. Sternly and
steadfastly the young President gazed on him,
while one might count fifty, and then tossing
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the cup into the midst of the hall, he exclaimed,
with a scornful laugh,—¢ No, no! No, no!
Did you dream that I did not know you, mur-
derer 2”

¢ Know me now then!” cried Ganay, start-
ing up —“know me now!” and he sprang
towards Albert Maurice like a famished tiger.
But at that moment, the man who stood behind
his chair, strode forward; something bright
waved above the druggist as he rose, descended
at once upon his head, and cleft its way through
" to the very eyes. Ganay fell back from his
place, dead upon the floor of the hall; but
even as he fell, his hand, armed with a short
poniard, aimed an impotent blow at the young
President, which struck ringing against the
pavement.

“Ho! Close the doors!” cried Albert Mau-
rice, rapidly. ¢ Matthew Gournay, you have
done well! Let no one dare to approach the
corpse! Look at him as he lies, lords and free
citizens! Look at him as he lies, with the
weapon of destruction in hishand! And you, my
friends, whom I stationed round about, did you
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not see him drop the poison in the cup as clearly
as I did?”. '
. We did!—we did!—we did!” cried a
dozen voices round the table; and those who
were at first inclined to look somewhat fiercely
upon these witnesses, soon perceived that the
testimony came from all the most honourable
citizens of Ghent, who, forewarned, had watched
the proceedings of the druggist. , :

¢ These are bold and terrible deeds, sir.
President !” said the Duke of Cleves.

¢ Not so bold as some I could name, Duke
of Cleves!” replied Albert Maurice, bending
bis brows sternly upon him. ¢ The man who
lies before you has already more than one mur-
der on his head. There are the proofs of his.
participation in the death of the good old Lord
of Neufchitel, who died by poison while re-
covering from his wounds. For these proofs
I have to thank yon worthy and fearless
magistrate, Maitre Pierre. These, however,
would have been produced before the judges of
this city, had I not discovered the purpose of
this base assassin to poison me this night, and
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taken proper means to counteract his design,
There are others here present, leagued in the
same evil conspiracy ; and did I so please, I
could name them one by one. Look not to
your attendants, Duke of Cleves; for know,
that in this building and around it I have
enough faithful friends, to bind every traitor
present hand and foot, and give them over to
the common hangman —did I so will it. But
fear not ; I neither accuse you nor absolve you,
my Lord. You came here, a guest to the city
of Ghent, and you depart unopposed, uninjured,
with this warning only — beware how you
entertain a thought against the liberties of the
people. To the rest — within whose bosoms
dwells the fearful consciousness of their own
treachery — I say only, I do not dread them ,
and from my confidence in myself and in the
people of Ghent, they find safety. Those who
were moved to seek my overthrow by fears and
doubts, instilled into them by yon arch traitor
who now lies dead, will learn from my conduct
this night, that I am not the man that I have
been represented ; and those who, for baser
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reasons, would have compassed my death, may
also learn, that such designs fall ever, sooner or.
later, on the heads of those that framed them.
Those who love me not, therefore, may depart in
peace; those who love me and Ghent, remain ;

and let us finish our festivities, for the death of
that base man is no more to be noted than the

shooting of a wolf, or any other wild beast that
would destroy us — Take away the corpse!”

The guests looked upon each other with
enquiring glances, as they stood around the
table in the same attitudes into which they had
started, on the sudden catastrophe they had
just witnessed ; but few present were willing,
by quitting the hall as the young President
permitted, to brand themselves as enemies to
Albert Maurice and to Ghent.

Good Martin Fruse was the first who re-
sumed his seat, which he did, murmuring, —
¢ He was an unworthy man, that Ganay, and a
disgrace to the city. He nearly caused my
death some twenty years ago.” '

Those who heard this new charge against
the unhappy druggist started, and many looked
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wise, and shook the sagacious head, exclaim-
ing, — ““ Ah! we always knew he was a
wicked man!” but Albert Maurice, who under-
stood that the mode of death to which his
uncle alluded was not quite deserving of such
serious comment, again called upon those who
were friends to Ghent, and to himself, to resume
their seats at once.

One after another, all the citizens, and almost
all the nobles, followed the example of good
Martin Fruse. The Duke of Cleves, however,
together with a few of his immediate partisans,
remained standing; and, after a brief pause,
moved a step towards the door.

¢ It is not my custom,” he said, ¢ to sit
and drink in halls where blood has just been
shed; and without being an enemy to Ghent,
or any of her true and faithful sons, I may be
pardoned for quitting a place, where I know
not what is to happen next.”

¢ Fortunately for myself, my Lord,” replied
Albert Maurice, ““ I déid know what was in-
tended to happen next; though, perhaps, my
having spoiled the design may be matter of

VOL. IIL N
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offence to some here present. But not to
bandy words with so high a prince, I have only
further to say, that the citizens of Ghent have
been honoured by your presence while it has
lasted ; and you have, in return, been treated
with a goodly and instructive, though some-
what fearful, spectacle — showing how the men
of this city punish those who attempt to poison
them at their solemn feasts. Make way for
the Duke of Cleves, there!” And with an
air in which courtesy and grace gave additional
point to the keen scorn that curled his lip
and bent his brow, Albert Maurice led the
Duke towards the door, and bowed low as he
passed out. '

The young President then resumed his seat;
his lip softened, his brow unbent, and, gazing
round the guests with one of those bland smiles
which often win approbation for the past, by
seeming certain of applause, he exclaimed, —
*¢ Friends, have I done well 2” :

The man who rose to reply was one of the
‘most zealous of that violent party, on whose
‘support Ganay had founded his authority ; and
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Albert Maurice prepared for bold opposmon,
for he knew him to be fierce and fearless, though,
honest and upright in purpose. By one of those
sudden revolutions of feeling, however, which
are common in scenes of great excitement, the
whole sentiments of the partisan had become
changed by the frank and determined demean-
our of the young citizen ; and he answered at
once,—** So well have you done, Sir President,
that, in my opinion, if Ghent owed you grati-
tude before, that gratitude ought now to be
increased a hundred-fold ; and if she suspected
you of any baseness, those suspicions should
be done away for ever. To many of us yoy
have been represented as courting the nobility
for your own purposes, and seeking alone, in
all you have done, your own aggrandisement,
Some of us, too,— Ifor one,” he added boldly,—
¢ consented to your arrest this night, I acknov'v;-
ledge it; and frankly I acknowledge I was
wrong. But believe me, Sir President, when
-with the same voice I declare, that, had I ever
fAreamed of the scheme for murdering you here,
auy own knife should first have drunk the blood
N 2
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of the assassin. Justly has he been done to
death ; and wisely have you treated yon proud
prince, who courts us now, only, that he may
first rise by us, and then crush us hereafter;
and who — as no one that saw his countenance
can doubt — was leagued with the dead assassin,
It is the policy of those that hate us, to set usat
variance amongst ourselves, and remove from
us all the men whose talents and whose firm-
ness will enable us to triumph still. Let us,
then, all pledge ourselves to union; and, in
order to preserve him who alone possesses genius
and power sufficient to lead us properly, let us
give him a guard of five hundred men, and
intrust him with greater authority than he has
hitherto enjoyed.”

The proposal was received with acclamation ;
and the citizens—some eager to show that they
had no participation in the plot which had just
been frustrated—some carried away by the
general enthusiasm—and some from the first
‘devoted to the young President-—vied with
each other in voting him new powers and new
dignities. At that moment he might have
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commanded any thing in the power of the States
of Flanders to bestow; and much more was
spontaneously offered than he thought prudent to
accept. ‘“ No,no!” he said ; * limit the power
you grant me to that which your fathers formerly
conferred, in this very hall, on Jaeob Von Arte-
velte, with this further restriction, that I shall
submit, every month, the revenues intrusted to
my disposal to the inspection of three persons
chosen from your own body. Thus shall I be
enabled to serve you as much as man can do;
and thus will you guard against those abuses
to which the unlimited confidence of your
ancestors gave rise. Nothing more will I
accept.” _

The will of the young citizen for the time was
law, and the whole arrangement was speedily
completed. One more deep cup of red wine each
man present quaffed to the health of Albert Mau-
rice, and then took leave, one by one, Martin
Fruse was the last that left him; and as he did
50, the good old man wrung his hand hard.
.¢¢ Farewell, Albert,” he said; ¢ I have seen youa

little child, and I have seen you a stately man,
N3
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and I have loved you better than any thing else
on earth throughout my life. You have now
reached a dizzy height, my dear boy ; and, oh !
take care that your head do not turn giddy.—
For my sake, if not for your own, take care;—
for it would slay me to see your fall.” .
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CHAPTER XI.

FEw, but those who have passed through such
scenes, and have felt the mighty strife of giant
passions not only acting around them, but
struggling in the narrow battle-field of their own
bosoms, can at all comprehend what it is, after
hours of contention, difficulty, and danger—
where life and death hung upon a breath or
movement — to find one’s self alone and success-
ful. If there be a feeling amongst the many
which visit the human heart, in this dark and
misty abode of mortal existence,—if there be
& feeling amongst all those which, like angel or -
devil, visits the lonely sojourner in' the wilder-
ness of being, to raise him to the sky, or plunge
him in the abyss,—if there be a feeling on
earth that really deserves the name of sublime,
it is the first calm sensation of dangers en-
countered and conquered, of mighty things en-

deavoured and achieved.
N 4
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Albert Maurice sat alone, after an evening of
such fearful excitement, as few have ever passed
upon this earth, —after having seen his own
life, and power; and hopes, in momentary dan-
ger,— after having controlled and concealed his
own passions, and bridled, and governed, and
guided those of others,—after having over-
thrown his enemies, slain his betrayer, secured
his authority, and taken all but one small easy
step to the very summit of his ambition. Oh,
what a host of mingled sensations crowded
rapidly on his heart ! and how dizzily his brain
whirled for the first few brief moments, while.
remembrance rapidly brought before him all the
multiplied events of the last two hours; and
out of the smoke of memory rose the giant
consciousness that he was successful — trium-
phantly suecessful !

For an instant his lip curled with a proud and
satisfied smile ; and every thing was forgotten,
but that bright bubble — success. But, as he sat,
a gort of lassitude came over him; his eye fell
- casually on the spot where the druggist Ganay
had lain, convulsed in the agonies of death;
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and, by a caprice of the imagination, the same
face which had then appeared streaked with
ghastly blood, and contorted with the pangs of
dissolution, was presented to his memory, as he
had seen it in former days, speaking the words
of hope to his own ear, and cheering him on the
path of enterprise and ambition. Touched by
the magic wand of association, the splendid
. objects which he had just been contemplating
began to change their form and lose their
brightness. A dull weight of thought seemed
to fall upon him, and his utmost efforts would
not throw it off. It seemed as if some fiend, in
bitter mockery, resolved to conjure up the faces
of the dead, and to torture his heart with pain-~
ful recollections, even in the hour of triumph.
To the form of the druggist, next succeeded,
before the eye of fancy, that of the Duke of
Grueldres, dyeing the green sward with his blood ;
and then, the shifting picture of the mind pre-
sented the same prince as when first, with
buoyant joy, he came to thank him for his
liberation. Next appeared Imbereourt and

Hugonet, bending to the stroke of the execu-
NS
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tioner : and then, again, he saw them as théy
had appeared at the council, when he had been
examined on the accusation of the Prévdt ; while
the calm, grave, noble countenance of Imber-
tourt was seen, by imagination, pleading eagerly
" in exculpation of him, who had since worked
out the death of his defender. '
¢ So many, in so short a time!” thought
Albert Maurice. ¢“Yet have they died, each for
his own misdeeds ; and I have sacrificed them —
ay, and with pain—for the good of my country
alone ! "— He almost started at the vehemence
with which conscience gave the lie to so base a
delusion. ¢ For the good of my country alone!”
he thought again. ¢ Nay —nay— nay—for
my own ambition. - What—what act have I
done yet, for the good of my country alone ?
None, alas! none! and even now, perhaps,—
even now, when ambition has swallowed up "all
—when I have reached the very pinnacle of
success, — perhaps the only one I have suffered
to escape —perhaps yon Duke of Cleves, is
even now plotting to deprive me of the only
reward that can wipe away every evil memory,
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repay every effort, tranquillise every pain, and
render success a blessing indeed. But he shall
plotin vain; and if he dare to plot, by the Lord
that lives, he shall die!”
‘ Ho! without there!” he continued a.loud

“ Bring me a hat and cloak! Oh, good
Matthew Gournay—1I had forgot,” he added,
as he saw who it was that answered his sum-
mons— ¢ this very night your noble Lord shall
be set free. But I must see him myself; I
have tidings for him which will glad his heart.
You, too, shall not be forgotten; and though,
I know, gold can never pay such services as
" yours, yet there are other means within my
power. This very night we will set free your
Lord. In all the turbulence of the past even-
ing, I had forgot what I should have remem-
bered.— No, no, boy !”— he added to the page
whobrought hima high plumed bonnet and richly
-.-decorated cloak—¢¢ no, no! these vestments I

_have on, are all too fine already. I would have
- something to conceal my rank—my station, in
- ‘the city I should say. Get me some servant’s
_ cloak and hat. Be quick! 'Tis nearly ten.” .
N 6
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' The President mused thoughtfully till the
boy returned ; and honest Matthew Gournay,
seeing that deep and agitating thoughts were
engrossing all his attention, stood quietly gazing
on the spot where he had slain the unhappy
Ganay, and wondering that any men should
take the trouble of poisoning another, when he
might rid himself of his enemy so easily by the
dagger or the sword. '
At length the hat and cloak were brought ;
and Albert Maurice drew the one round his
person, and the other over his brow. ¢ Now,
Matthew Gournay,” he said, ‘take five and
twenty men, and bid them follow me by sepa-
rate ways to the palace. There wait till I come.
I will be in the square almost as soon as you;
and after I haye spent some ten minutes in
transacting business which admits of no delay,
we will go on and liberate your good Lord.”
The ring which Matthew Gownay had re-
ceived from his young Lord, acted with the
magic effect of some talisman in an Eastern
tale ; and whatever commands he received from
Albert Maurice, he obeyed at once, with un-
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questioning alacrity. The five and twenty men
were soon summoned, — for the whole force of
the free companions had been poured into the
town of Ghent, during the evening, by means of
the gate which, as we have seen, the followers
of the President had secured on his first enter-
ing the city, A few brief words directed them
by different ways to the palace ; and — passing
through the various crowds which had been
gathered together for the entertainment in the
square, and which were now discussing, in
eager tones, the events that had taken place
in the town-house— the men selected to ac-
company, or rather to follow, the young citizen,
soon made their way to the gates of the
palace.

That part of the town was nearly deserted,
and the little square before the Cours du Prince
'was void and solitary, except where, nearly in the
midst, a tall, dark figure, with its arms crossed
upon its chest, stood gazing up at the building.
All was quiet, and calm, and dark, along the
fagade of the palace, except where, here and
there, from some of the long narrow windows,
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a stream of tremulous light broke out upon the
night. :
For several moments the figure continued to
gaze, apparently fixing its glance earnestly upon
one part of the building. But at length, per-
ceiving the number of soldiers collecting before
the gate, Albert Maurice, for he it was, who
had outwalked all his followers, advanced, and,
after speaking a few words to Matthew Gour-
nay, demanded admission from the warder of
the fortified gate. He gave his name and
station, and urged business of importance as
an excuse for the latemess of his visit. The
warder replied in a tone of humble deference,
which circumstances had compelled the proud
soldiers of Burgundy to learn in speaking to
the once contemned burghers of Ghent, telling
him that he would willingly admit him, but
that, as his orders had been very strict for the
-last week, he must detain him at the gate
while he caused the Princess to be informed of
- the fact.
Albert Maurice made no objection, and re-
- mained, musing with a downcast countenance,
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across which the shadows of many emotions were
passing, that he would not willingly have shown
to the eye of open day. As calm and tranquil
as a summer's morning, he had sat his horse in
-the midst of battle and conflict. Calmly, too,
he had remained beside the man who was mixing
a cup of poison for his lip, and preparing the
dagger if the cup should fail. But now every
-nerve thrilled, and his heart beat faint like a
coward’s, though he was but about to meet
"a fair and gentle girl, whose fate might almost
be said to rest in his own hands. He had
hoped, and he had dreamt, through many a
long day ; and various circumstances had com-
“bined to give those hopes and dreams a tangible
foundation and a definite form. But now
that the moment approached when they were
"to be realised or destroyed for ever, they faded
all away into fears and anxieties.

‘The warder returned and bowed low, while
the gates were thrown open. The soldiers
within the court did military honours to the
President of Ghent; and, assuming a firmer
step and a prouder air, Albert Maurice passed
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on within the precincts of the palace, followed
by the train who had met him according to his
appointment. At the entrance-hall his followers
paused ; and he himself, ushered forward by
one of the domestic attendants of the Princess,
ascended the steps towards a smaller chamber,
adjoining the great hall of audience.

In the anteroom he cast off his hat and cloak,
and remained in the rich dress in which he had
descended to the banquet in the town-house ;
and, as he passed on towards the door which the
servant threw open, his eye fell upon a Venetian
mirror, and perhaps he gained another ray of
hope, from feeling that, in appearance as well
as mind, he was not unfitted to move through
those lordly halls, in the high station for which
his ambition strove.

The chamber that he entered was but dimly
lighted ; and it was evident that the preparations
for receiving him there had only been made
upon the sudden announcement of his arrival,
His eye, however, instantly rested upon
Mary of Burgundy, as she sat surrounded by
& number of her women ; and the sweet smile
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with which she welcomed him so thrilled
through his heart, that he felt the resolution
which had brought him thither shaken, lest, by
seeking for deeper happiness, he should lose
even the joy of that sweet gmile itself.

** Welcome, my Lord,” she said—¢‘ most wel-
come back again to Ghent. For though we
have had great joy from your victories and suc-
cesses,—the first that have ever yet blessed our
cause,— yet we have much needed your pre-
sence in the city.”

¢ I hope, Lady,” replied the young citizen,
with a tone of deep interest in all that con-
cerned her immediate happiness—¢¢ I hope that
you have suffered no personal annoyance ; for,
believe me, before I went, I took every means
to guard you from the importunity of the
Duke of Gueldres, or the intrusion of any one
else.”

“ From the Duke of Gueldres,”j replied
Mary, 4 who, I hear— unhappy man — has
fallen in)some of the late conflicts, I have,
indeed, suffered nothing; nor have I truly to
complain of any one else. Though my good

i
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cousin of Cleves does, perhaps, press me somew
what unkindly to an union, which is little less
fearful in my eyes than the other. Doubtless,
however, he deems it for my good, and strong
are the reasons he urges; but having taken on
myself to decide, and having told him that
decision, I would fain be spared all further
discussion.”

The cheek of Albert Maurice reddened with
anger ; and he replied,—*¢ Fear not, dear Lady ;
his importunities shall not press upon your
grace much longer. 'The city of Ghent and
the States of Flanders have this night armed
me, thank God! with sufficient power to

”

sweep — to —to

Albert Maurice paused and hesitated ; for
the bold and ambitious words that had been
just springing to his lips, he felt must not be
rashly uttered in the ear of one whose love was
to be gained and fixed, and whose hand, —
although it was the crowning object of all his
ambition — though it was the motive for every
energy and endeavour of his bosom, — would
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at once become vain and valueless, if unaccom-
panied by her heart.

He paused, and then continued, — ¢ have
armed me with sufficient power, at once to
guide the state, I trust, to permanent security
and peace; and to sweep away from your
domestic life every pain, anxiety, and fear.”

The last words were spoken low and slowly ;
and as he pronounced them, he dropped his eyes
to the ground ; while the warm conscious blood
rose up into his cheeks, and spoke far more
than his lips. The words he uttered, it is true,
had no very definite meaning, and might be
“taken up in a very general sense; but the
tone, the manner, the hesitation, the flushing
of the cheek, the timid glance of the eye,
gave emphasis and purpose to the whole. For
the first time, a suspicion of what was passing
in his bosom flashed across the mind of Mary
of Burgundy, and inspired her, for the moment,
with a feeling of terror which approached very
-nearly to despair. She turned deadly pale, and
trembled violently, as, with rapid thought, she
ran over the circumstances of her situation,
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and found how helpless she was if that sus-
picion were well founded. It was but for an
instant, however, that she gave way to appre-
hension. From the first, she had appreciated
the general character of Albert Maurice, espe-
cially its finer points, by a sort of instinctive
comparison with her own. She knew that he
was generous, high-spirited, noble-minded ; and,
though she might now find that her estimate
of his ambition had been far below that which
it should have been, yet she trusted to the better
parts of his disposition to deliver her from the
consequences of the worse. She knew that
she was in his power. She felt that his will
was law, in all the country that surrounded her;
and fhat, if he chose, he could blast her hopes
and happiness for ever. But, at the same time,
she felt that there was some resource — though
the only one —in the native generosity of his
heart; and she determined to appeal to it boldly
as her sole refuge from despair. It is true that
an union with Albert Maurice, whose many
splendid qualities she could not but acknow-
ledge, might — were such feelings susceptible of
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any very marked shades of difference, and had it
beetr possible for her to dream for one moment
of such an union— might have been less repug-
nant to her, than the marriages which had been
proposed with the drivelling boy of France, with
the coarse and brutal son of the Duke of Cleves,
or with the cruel and unnatural Duke of Guel-
dres. But, 'still, the simple fact existed, —she
loved another with all the deep sincerity of a
woman's first affection, and the very thought of
any other alliance was abhorrent to every feel-
ing of her heart.

Nothing could have balanced those feel-
ings in her bosom, but her strong sense
of duty to the nation she was called upon
to govern and protect. She could, indeed,
and would, have sacrificed every thing for her
country and her people; but that people
themselves had rejected the only alliance that
could have benefited them; and, in the pre-
sent instance, no such object could be gained
by her marriage with the President of Ghent,
as that which the French alliance might have
accomplished, even could she have entertained
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the thought for one moment of bestowing the
hand of the heiress of Burgundy on an adven-
turous and aspiring citizen, — a thought from
which all Mary’s feelings revolted, not the less
strongly from the natural gentleness of her cha~
racter. Had time for thought been added, the
discovery or the suspicion of his love might have
afforded a key to all the conduct of the young
citizen, and, by showing to what deeds his
passion had already betrayed him, might have
increased a thousand-fold the terror of the un-
happy Princess; but, luckily, the consideration
of her own situation, and of the means of
averting the consequences she dreaded, engrossed
her wholly, and thus guarded her from worse
apprehensions. . :

The first effect of his speech, and of the
sudden conviction that the manner, more than
the words, proeduced, was, as we said, to turn
her deadly pale ; and, while a thousand new
anxieties and painful considerations crossed her
mind, she remained gazing on him so long, in
silence, that she felt he must see that he was
understood. The silence of her own embarrass-
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ment then becoming painful to her, as well as
to him, the blood rushed up into her face, and
yet she could not reply; so that both remained
completely mute for several moments, after
words had been spoken,which, to the by-standers,
seemed perfectly simple.

At length she answered,—¢ Oh! Sir Presi-
dent, if such power has been granted to you,
by the States, use it nobly, and Heaven will
bless you.”

¢ As far, Lady, as my poor judgment can
extend, I will use it mnobly,” replied Albert
Maurice, over whose heart an icy chill had
come, he knew not well why. ¢ But,” he
added, ¢ as I would fain use it for your happi-
ness— believing it to be inseparable from that
of the people —let me crave a few words with
you in private, that I may ascertain more fully
how that happiness may be best consulted.”

He spoke slowly and calmly; but, from the
quivering of his lip, it was evident that each
word cost him a painful struggle to pronounce,
On the other hand, Mary was herself embar-
rassed by his request, which was not a little
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contrary to the etiquette of her situation; and
yet he who requested, she knew, might "com.
mand ; and she felt that, perhaps, it might be
better for both that they should be alonme.
After a moment’s pause, then, she gave the
necessary order for her attendants to withdraw
into the antechamber, and then resumed her
seat. Albert Maurice stood beside her, with
his eyes still bent upon the ground; and for a
moment, even after the last of the Princess’s
suite had quitted the chamber, he remained
silent, striving to master all the emotions which
were agitating his heart. It was a painful
struggle, but at length he succeeded ; and then
raising his head with some degree of proud
consciousness in his aspect, he looked calmly on
the Princess.

¢ Madam,” he said, in a firmer voice than
he had hitherto commanded, ¢ your general
welfare, and that of your people, is undoubtedly
one great, and ought to be one paramount,
object with me in all I strive for; but, at
the same time, believe me — oh, believe me!
= that your individual happiness is no less a
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deep and overpowel:ing consideration in my
mind. Lady, I know, and feel painfully, that
the great difference of rank and station between
us, may prevent you from conceiving fully how
dear your interests are to me.—Nay, turn not
pale, Madam !”—he added, with watchful and
somewhat irritable pride, softened by deep and
sincere affection— ¢ Nay, turn not pale! No
word shall you hear from my ILips, that may
offend your ear or wound your heart. Lady,
the ambitious misproud citizen may have- as
elevated — perhaps more devoted — ideas of
true affection, than the noble, whose pride and
arrogance are his right of birth; and may be
able to crush his own heart, to sacrifice more
than life — hope, blessed hope itself — to serve
the being that he loves. Nay, do you weep ?”
he continued, seeing the tears roll rapidly over
the fair cheek of Mary of Burgundy. ¢ Nay,
do you weep ? Then I have said too much. Yet,
hear me a little. I see you agitated — far more
agitated than_ any thing which has passed hi-
therto should have occasioned, unless the words
we have spoken, whose import seems but small;
'VOL. HIL o
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may have touched some fine strung cord within
your heart, and made sadder music than I
dreamed of. However, in this land of Flanders
I have now no small power — which may last
God knows how long. But fear not that the
power I do possess will ever be used to thwart
one wish of your heart. Whatever it may cost
me, it shall be employed to serve you with deep
and true attachment. — There is—there is,” he
added, his emotion almost mastering his calm-
ness; ¢ there is one question I would ask,
which is hard to put, and may be painful to
answer. Yet, let me speak it quickly and briefly,
lest I should fail.”

He paused for a moment, and looked down ;
while his hand became clenched fearfully tight,
as if in the struggle to suppress some deep feel-
ings that would fain have burst forth ; but after
a single moment all was again vanquished, and
he proceeded :—¢* Some months have now past
since your father’s eyes were closed in death;
your dominions are invaded, your people are
distracted by different parties, and your nobles
are leaguing together to snatch one from another
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the blessing of your hand. It is time, Lady,
. that you should make a cheice ; and although
. 1 kmow no one on all the earth that is worthy
of the happiness within your gift, yet, if there
.be any one to whom you can give. your heart,
I will—1I will,—yes!” he added more firmly,
¢ I will do all that -mortal man can do, to ren-
der you happy in your love!”

He paused; and although an:undefinable
something in the conduct and demeanour of
Mary of Burgundy through that night, had
already shown him that one half of his.dreams

_were dreams indeed; yet hope— persevering
hope —lingered still, and told him, *If she
love none else, she may still be thine.”

Mary of Burgundy’s conduct was already de-
‘termined ; but she still trembled in every limb;
and long, long was it, ere she could reply. At
length she answered;—‘ You have, indeed, put
to- me a question, which makes me feel most
painfully how different is the station of Princess
from the happy and modest retirement of private -
life. Nay, do not think I blame you, Sir,—
I blame but my hard fate. You are most kind ;

o2
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and, amidst a base and interested crowd, who
would fain make me the slave of their wild am-
bitions, I shall ever remember you with grati-
tude, as the only one who,— who—with more
power than all the rest to command my fate,
was willing to cast self away, and —and to seek
my happiness alone. Feeling thus, — believing
from my heart that in your generous nature I
may perfectly rely,—1I answer your question as
distinctly as it is put. There is, I believe,
upon the face of the earth but one man to whom
I can conscientiously give my hand. ’Tis now
near two years ago, that, by my father’s com-
mand, [ plighted my faith in writing, and
pledged thereto a ring, to one, whom I had
been taught, during some months of happy in-
timacy, to look upon as my future Lord:—
Maximilian, Archduke of Austria »”

¢ And you love him! and you love him!”
cried Albert Maurice, starting forward, and,
forgetful of all restraint, grasping her firmly by
‘the wrist. The Princess started up alarmed,
-and a cry of terror at his sudden vehemence
had nearly passed her lips. But she stifled it
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ere it was uttered; and the next moment Al-
bert Maurice had recovered himself, -and was
kneeling at her feet.

‘¢ Pardon me ! pardon me, Princess of Bur-
gundy!” he said. ¢ Give me — oh, give me
your forgiveness! The dream is gone! the
vision'is over ! and Albert Maurice, the hum-
blest of your subjects, is ready to pour out his
blood, to atone for all that he has done amiss.
Madam,” he added, rising, ¢ I have been living
in a"dream ; and, I fear me, when I come to
look upon it steadily I shall find it a sad one.
But no more of that : at present I am — if that
be not a dream also — President of the States
General of Flanders, and armed with greater
power than any other man in the land. What
can I do to sweep all obstacles from before your
wishes? Tell me quickly how I can serve you?
Let me, at least, work out your happiness, be-
fore the memory of the past turn my brain.”

¢ Oh, speak not so wildly, Sir,” cried Mary.
“You have great powers and noble energies,
which will guide you to’ the height' of fame ;
and yet, I trust, to the height of happiness,

o3 :
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Indeed, Siry I camnot speak farther, while.you -
seem so moved,” .

¢ Madam, I am perfectly calm,” replied Al
bert Maurice. .¢Those energies and these
powers youx Grace is pleased to speak of, may
last a longer or a shorter time, according to

od’s will;; and I am most anxious to wipe out-

any offence I may have committed, by employ-’
ing them vigarously in your service. Let me
beseech you to speak. Shall I send off imme-
diate messengers to the Archduke ?” .

“No, no! Oh, no!” cried Mary ; ¢ I fear too’
much has been done already of that kind, by
my kind step-dame, the Duchess Margaret, and
my good cousin of Ravestein ; for I hear — for
I hear —that the Archduke is already on his
way to Brussels,”

“Ha!” cried Albert Maurice; “ha!” but
hg said no more, and the Princess proceeded.

“Yet, Sir,” she said, ““ I have many fears;
for I know that the Duke of Cleves has not
only snt forth messengers to forbid his ap-
proach to the city, but, also, I hear from my
dear friend and foster-sister, Alice of Imber-
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court, who is now with the good Lord of Han-
nut, that a hundred men, bearing the colours
of the house of Cleves, have passed through
Brussels; and there is reason to believe they
waylay the road from the Rhine.”

¢ Indeed! This must be seen to!” sald the
young citizen, in the same abstracted manner.
¢ But your Grace was about to add —"

¢ Merely this, Sir,” replied Mary, with
that calm impressive gentleness that is more
touching than any vehemence; ¢ that the man
to whom I believe myself plighted by every tie
but the final sanction of the church, is, I am
told, on his road hitherward, slenderly accom-
panied, — for the avarice of the Emperor is well
known, and his son now journeys with hardly
ten attendants, He has enemies,—strong ene-

‘mies on the way,—and I leave you to judge,
Sir, of the feelings that I experience.”

The lip of Albert Maurice quivered; but he
still retained command over himself, and replied
in a low but distinct voice, though, in every tone,
the vehement siruggle he maintained to master

the agony of his heart was still apparent: — ¢ To
o4
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calm those feelings, Madam, shall be my first
effort; and, as I have received timely inform-
ation, entertain not the slightest apprehension
of the result. I will serve you, Madam, more
devotedly than I would serve myself; and the
last energies that, possibly, I may ever be able
to command, shall be directed to secure your
happiness. I have now detained you long.

Night wears, and time is precious. I humbly

take my leave. May heaven bless you, Madam !

_ May heaven bless you! and send you happier

days, to shine upon your reign, than those

with which it has begun.”

- He bowed low, and took two or three steps

towards the door, while Mary gazed upon him

with eyes in which compassion for all she saw

that he suffered, and woman’s invariable sym-

pathy with love, called up an unwilling tear.

¢ Stay, Sir, one moment,” she said at length;

¢ it may be the last time that ever I shall have

the power to thank you, as Duchess of Bur-
gundy, before I resign my sovereignty with my
hand to another. Believe me, then, that as
far as the gratitude of a Princess towards a
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subject can extend, I am grateful to you for
all that you have done in my behalf. Believe
me, too, that I admire and esteem the great
qualities of your mind, and that I will, as far
as in me lies, teach my husband "— and she
laid a stress upon the word—‘¢ to appreciate
your talents and your virtues, and to honour
and employ them for our common -benefit.
Take this jewel, I beseech you, ¢ she added,
“ and - wear it ever as a token of my grati-
tude.”

¢ Oh! Madam!” exclaimed Albert Maurice,
as he advanced to receive the diamond she prof-
fered. He took it slowly and reverentially ; but,
as her hand resigned it, his feelings overpowered
him, and pressing the jewel suddenly to his
heart, he exclaimed, “I will carry it to. my
grave!” Then turning, without farther adieu,
he threw open the door and quitted the.apart-
ment. : .

o5
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CHAPTER XIIL

PAINFUL and terrific -as-had been the struggle
in the bosom of Albert Maurice, while he ro-
mained in the presénce of the Princess, lia
feelings had been light and sunshiny, compared
with those which he experienced when he found
himself alone with the deep gloom—the dull,
immoveable despair, which at once took. posses-
sion of his heart, the moment that thought had
an opportunity to rest upon his own situatien.
'We have -before seen that remerse was. already
busy in his bosom; and the only shield that
guarded him frem the lash of his own reflections
had been the bright surpassing hope of overcom-
ing all the mighty obstaeles before him, and win~
ning her he loved. But now he had triumphed
over every enemy—he had overleaped every bar-
rier— he had set his foot upon every obstacle,
and, in the end, discovered that she loved
another—that all was useless that he had done
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— that the blood he had shed had been shed in
vain — that he had forgotten his country and
her rights— that he had forgotten justice and
humanity — that he had yielded himself entirely
to ambition, and consigned himself to remeorse
for ever — for a dream that was gone. Nor
was this all ; the same deep, fiery, passionate
love remained jn his heart, but was now doomed,
instead of the bright follower of hope, to
become the sad companion of remorse and
despair, When he thought of the future,—
when she should become the bride of another,—
he felt his brain reel under the agony of that
contemplation; when he thought of the past,
he felt that the gnawing worm was for ever des-
tined to prey upon his heart. There was no
refuge for him in all time, to which he could fly
for relief. The gone hours were full of reproach,
and the approaching ones were all bitterness.
Such were his feelings as he strode along the
passages of the palace at Ghent ; and the inco-
herent words that he muttered to himself, as he
proceeded, showed how terrible had been their
effect already upon his bright and powerful
o6
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mind. ¢ They have been murdered in vain,”—
he muttered,—¢¢ they have been murdered in
vain. Their blood cries up to heaven against
me. To see her in the arms of another—dh,
God! oh, God! But she shall be happy. Yes
~—sghe shall be happy. I will provide for his
safety, as a brother— and she shall be happy;
and I— and I— why, there is the grave — tliat
is one resource, at least ! ” and suddenly he burst
into a low, involuntary laugh, which made him
start even as it rang upon his own ear. ¢ Am
I insane,” he thought ; ¢ then I must be spee&y,
lest the power fail me.” And again muttering
disjointed sentences, he proceeded down the
great staircase, and was passing through the
entrance-hall, without noticing any one, when
Matthew Gournay advanced to his side and
stopped him.

¢¢ There is no time to be lost, Sir,” he said;
¢ let us hasten quick.”

¢ Who are you ?” demanded Albert Maurice,
gazing vacantly upon him. ¢ Who are you ?—
Oh, yes! I had forgot,” he sdded, recalling
his thoughts. ¢¢ Other things were pressing on
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my mind. We will go presently, but I must
first return to the town-house; and yet that
square — I love not to pass that square, where
they were beheaded.”

“You have no time, Sir,” replied the old
soldier, in a tone which again recalled Albert
Maurice to the present moment. ¢ AsI sat
here but now, that evil Prévét — that Maillotin
du Bac ;-passed through the hall, with several
others, speaking eagerly of you. His eye fell
upon me, and he may chance to know me well.
At all events, he was silent instantly ; but, if I
am not very wrong indeed, he has taken his
way towards the prison, where my young Lord
lies ; and, perchance, if we be not quick, we
may come too late.” .

““You speak true —lead on,” cried Albert
Maurice, roused to the exertion of all his powers
by the sudden call upon his energy. ¢ You,
young man, run as for your life to the town-
house! Bid the commander of the burgher
guard march a hundred men instantly down to
the Prévdt’s prison, near the gates. But who
have we here 2" he added, as a man in breathless:
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haste ran up the steps into the hall. *“The
lieutenant of the Prévét, as I live! How now,
Sir, whom seek you?”

¢ You, Sir President,” replied the man, at
once. * You once saved me when I was in im-
minent peril; and I now think that the news I
bring you may be valuable to you. The pri-
soner who was made in the market-place,—
the Vert Gallant of Hannut,— men say youm
owe him something, and would fain repay it.
But, if you hasten not your steps, you will come
too late. I have done what I can to delay the
Prévét, but he is now speeding on to the pri-
son. His purpose is against the life of the
prisoner; and his horses are ready to fly from
Ghent for ever.”

¢ Enough, enough!” said Albert Maurice,
passing him suddenly, and springing down the
steps of the palace. The court was soon tra-
versed, and the streets leading towards the gate
were threaded by the young citizen and his fol-
lowers' with the speed of light. The active
exertion of his corporeal powers seemed to give
back to Albert Maurice full command of his
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mental ones, at least for the time; and though
his thoughts were characterised by the darkest’
and sternest despair, they wandered not from
those points to which he strove to bend them,
and he seemed revolving eagerly some plan of
future conduct. *¢ Yes,” he said, half aloud,.
as he strode on,—‘“yes! so shall it be,— so
shall it be! IfI am in time, he shall conduct
the rest; and, ere all be finished, the world
may have cause to know that there were
some drops of Roman blood even within this
bosom.”

Almost as he spoke he turned the corner of
a street, which led into one of those conducting
directly towards the Alost gate. Fifty yards
~ farther from the town walls than the point at
which the narrow street he had been pursning
entered the other, stood a small stone building,
with a few narrow slits in the masonry for
windows, known as the Prévét’s prison, in which
he lodged any newly arrested prisoners, previous
either to their immediate execution or to their
removal to some other place of confinement.
The street was all dark, and likewise solitary,
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except where, under the projection of a liouse—
the upper stories of which, as was often customary
in Ghent, protruded considerably beyond the
lower ones — stood four or five men, holding
saddled horses, and conversing together in alow

tone.

The impatient stamping of their steeds had
prevented them from catching the approaching
steps of Albert Maurice and his party; and one
was saying to the other, at the very moment
they came up, in a tone sufficiently loud for his
words to be distinguished, — ¢ He is very long!
I never knew him so long about such a job be-

1"
.

fore

¢ Let them be seized,” exclaimed Albert
Maurice, the instant his eye fell upon them;
¢ the rest follow me;” and without waiting to
notice the short scuffle that ensued, he sprang
on towards the Prévot's prison, and pushed
against the door. It was locked from within,
and his effort to open it was vain. ¢ Fly to
the gate,” he exclaimed, turning to one of his
followers : ‘‘bring me a battle-axe from the-
guard-house. Ho! within there,” he added,
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striking the hilt of his sword violently against
the door. ¢ Open the door ! beware what you-
do; you cannot escape me ; and you shall find
my vengeance terrible. Open the door, I say !”

But he spoke in vain: no answer was
returned; and the only sound that he even
thought he heard, was that of a low groan.
After a few moments of painful expectation
the man who had been sent to the gate returned,
bearing a ponderous axe, and followed by two
or three of the soldiers of the guard.

Albert Maurice snatched the weapon from
his hands, and in three blows dashed in a
large part of the door. The rest was soon
hewn down, at least sufficiently to admit the
passage of the young burgher and his followers.
Entering the small stone hall into which it
opened, he caught up a light that had evi-
déntly been burning some time untrimmed ;
and, commanding two or three of those who
accompanied him to guard the door, he strode
forward rapidly to the mouth of a narrow flight .
of steps, which led to some cells below the.
ground. At the entrance of one of these dun--
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geons a lantern had been placed upon the
ground, and was still burning; and Albert
Maurice immediately perceived that the door
was not completely closed. He instantly pushed
it open, and held up the light, when the sight
that presented itself to his eyes was horrible
indeed, but not ungrateful.

Seated upon theside of the straw pallet, which
had been his only couch since he had been re-
moved from the town-house, appeared Hugh de
Mortmar, as we have previously called him, while
his right foot was pressed heavily upon the body
of a man, who, from his dress and appearance,
seemed to be one of the jailers in the employ
of the Prévét. A little to the right, surrounded
by a pool of blood,— a stream of which was still
flowing from his throat,— lay the form of Mail-
lotin du Bac, while the poniard, which, it may
be remembered, Albert Maurice had bestowed
upon Hugh de Mortmar in the prison of the
town-house, now driven tightly in between the
gorget plaits and cuirass of the Prévét’s armour,
showed at once the manner of his death and
the arm which had inflicted it.
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The young prisoner held in his hand the sword
of the dead man, and gazed upon those who.
entered with a firm and resolute countenance,
while he pressed down beneath his feet the form
of the jailer, who was clearly alive, and seemingly
uninjured, except from a ghastly contusion on his
forechead. The moment that he beheld who it
was that entered, Hugh de Mortmar started up,
and a few and hurried words explained the pre-
cise situation in which they all stood. The
sight of Albert Maurice and of good old Matthew-
Gournay was enough to satisfy the young pri-
soner ; and on his part he had only to tell them,
that while lying there a few minutes before,
thinking of when his captivity might end, he had
heard approaching steps, and listened to a low
conversation at the door which he felt sure boded
him no good. Affecting still to sleep, he
remained perfectly quiet while the door was
opened, and the Prévét, setting down his lan-
tern on the outside, approached towards him,
accompanied by the jailer who had the care of
the prison. Their eyes, however, were not so
much accustomed to the darkness as his own ;
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and, seeing evidently that the design of the Pré-
vOt was to despatch him, he watched his moment,
till the other was stooping over him, and then
drove the dagger with which he had been fur-
nished, with the full force of recovered health
and strength, under the gorget of the murderer.
So hard had he stricken it, however, between
the iron plates, that he could not draw it forth
again, and he had nothing to trust to but his
own corporeal strength in the struggle which
succeeded with the jailer.

The hard food and the constrained repose,
however, to which he had been subjected in the
prison, had perhaps contributed to restore him
to full vigour in a shorter time than might
otherwise have been required for recovering his
health; and the jailer, overmatched, had just
been cast headlong to the ground when Albert
Maurice forced his way into the place of the
young noble’s confinement.

In the energy of action Albert Maurice had,
for the time, found relief from a part of the
heavy load that passion and circumstances had
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piled upon his head ; but the moment the ne-
cessity of active exertion passed away, the
weight returned and crushed him to the earth.
He spoke for an instant to the prisoner col-
lectedly and calmly, but gradually his brow
grew dark and clouded ; and his words became
low, harsh, and confined to those necessary to
express his wishes or commands.

The jailer, freed from the tread of Hugh
de Mortmar, was placed in the custody of
some of those who had now crowded to the
spot ; and the President, after giving general
orders to the burgher guard, which came up,
and a. few whispered directions to Matthew
Gournay, took the prisoner by the hand, say-
ing, ‘“come, my Lord; let us to the town-
house !” '

The change which had come over the whole
demeanour of the young citizen since last he
had seen him, was too great to escape the eyes of
Hugh de Mortmar, even at a moment when the
excitement of a late struggle was fresh upon
him. Nor did he exactly understand how the
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young President dared to take the bold step
of setting him free at once, when he had
before seemed most anxious to proceed with
scrupulous caution. He made no observation,
however, and followed Albert Maurice into the
street. By this time, almost all the respectable
citizens of Ghent were in their quiet beds; but
2 number of those who had been entertained in
the market-place were still wandering about ;
some partially inebriated with ale or mead;
some half drunk with excitement and pleasure.
A number of these had gathered together
amongst ‘the guards and attendants, now col-
lected round the door of the prison; and as
Albert Maurice led forth his companion, and the
flickering glare of a number of lanterns and
torches showed the features of the President
to the crowd, he was greeted by loud acclama-
tions.

But the smile of bitterness and scorn with
which Albert Maurice now heard the vivats of
the multitude, contrasted strongly with his de-
meanour in the morning, and showed how
completely the talismanic touch of disappoint-
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went. had changed to his eyes all the fairy
splendours of his fate.

‘Without a word of reply, he passed through
the midst of the crowd, — sought the narrowest
and darkest way; and, apparently buried in sad
thoughts, proceeded with a quick and irregular
step towards the town-house, maintaining a
gloomy and unbroken silence as he went. He
avoided the market-place before the building as
much as possible ; and the only words he spoke,
were uttered, when he could not avoid seeing the
spot where Imbercourt and Hugonet had died,
and which was now covered with people, busily
reﬁloving the traces of the evening’s festivity.
“Itis sad,” he said, with a mournful shake
of the head ; “itis sad!” Then turning into .
the town-house, he ascended the stairs rapidly,
and entered a small withdrawing room by the
side of the great hall.

To that very chamber it so happened that the
body of Ganay had been removed, after the
sword of Matthew Gournay had left him life-
less on the pavement; and the first object that
met the eye of Albert Maurice was the corpse



312 MARY OF BURGUNDY; OR,

stretched upon a table, while one of his own
attendants stood near, as if he had been ex-
amining the appearance of the dead man. The
first impulse of the President was to draw back ;
but the next was the very contrary ; and, again
advancing, he approached directly to the table,
and fixed his eyes upon the face of the corpse,

which was uncovered.. ¢ He sleeps calm

enough!” he said, drawing in his lips, and

turning partially to Hugh de Mortmar. ¢ He

sleeps calm enough, with all his burning pas-

sions at an end. But this is no place for what

we have to say.”

He was then treading back his steps towards
the door, when the attendant advanced, and
gave him a packet of papers and a small silver
box, saying, ¢ These old papers, Sir, and this
box,_which we conceive to contain poison, are
all that we have discovered on the dead body.”

¢ Ha ! will the means of death lie in so small
a space,” said Albert Maurice, gazing on the
little silver case ; * but "tis well! Bring hence
thelights, leave the body, and lock the door. He
will not find solitude oppressive, I doubt not ;”
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and thus saying, he led the way into another
chamber, to which the servant followed with
the key and lights; and the President added
farther, as they were. set down' before him,
“ Bring wine !”

‘When the man was gone, and he was seated:
with the young cavalier, he leaned his brow upon
his hand for a moment, and then looked up,—
“ Give me your pardon, Sir,” he said;  give
me your pardon for a short space. I am some-
what ill to-night, and must collect my thoughts,

"before I can speak to you as I ought.”

Hugh de Mortmar bowed his head ; and wine
being brought in a few minutes, Albert Maurice.
filled for both, and drained his own cup to the.
dregs. ‘I have a burning thirst upon me,”
he said, “but it will soon be quenched. Now,
Sir, I can speak. You have recovered, I trust,
your full strength; and this night —that is to:
say, ere dawn —can ride forth away from the.
thraldom of this place 2”

¢ As well as ere I rode in life,” replied Hugh
de Mortmar, ‘ and thank you deeply for yot\xr
kind intentions.”

YOL. III. P
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“Thank met me,” rephed Albert Maurice,
geaveiv, “ for 1 am abewt — Iike a troe citisen—"
he added, with 2 bitter smile, * for I am about
W drive a hard baxgain with you ; and to make
sow agree o do me a service in retoyn, — not
for giving yem your iberty, for you did the Eike
% me—buat for sssae mtelligence I have to com-
municate, which may be worth its weight in gold.
Of that hevesfier. First, let us speak of the
service I require. You have at this moment,
within the walls of the city, wheve I have given
them employment during this evenming, some
three or four hamdred free companioms — good
soldiers, levied for purposes 1 kmow and respect.
Im an hour’s time they will be mousted, and at
the Alost gate, from which we have just came.
You shall have arms that might grace a prince,
a horse as moble as ever was bestrode by
knight ; and what I require is this,— that, all
other matter laid aside, you ride forward towarde
Brussels, and thence onward, on whatever road
you may fnd necessary,—as you will there
-discover from the Lord of Ravestein, or the



THE REVOLT OF GHENT. 315

Duchess Dowager,— in order to meet Maximi-
lian, Archduke of Austria.”

¢ What! my best frierd and old companion
in arms!” cried Hugh de Mortmar. ¢ No
evil against him, Sir President! for know, I
would soonex bear to my grave the heaviest
chains that ever shackled man, than raise an
arm against one I love so well |”

¢ Fear not, my Lord!” replied Albert

Maurice. ¢ For khis safety, not for his injury,
woatld I have you set out. Tell him from me,
Albert Maurice, that his way is beset,—tell
him that every artifice will be used to make him
turn back, by fair means or by foul. But bid
him hasten forward, in spite of all; and you,
on your .part, promise me, naver to quit him,
till you see him safely within the gates of the
Duke’s house in Ghent.”

& Wilkingly | mest willingly!” replied the
young eavalier, rising. ¢ Lam ready to setout!”

4*What, without the tidings I have promised?”
demanded AJbert Maurice.

- Some other time $” replied Hugh de Mast~
mar. ‘ When I return will do.”

P2
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¢ The present moment is yours,” answered
the young citizen, gravely. ‘ Who can say
that, by the time you return, these lips may not
be closed by a seal, that no human hand can ever.
remove?” .

¢ I trust not,” replied the other; I trust
not; but if what you have to tell be really of.
importance, let me beseech you to speak it.
quickly.”

¢ I will,” replied Albert Maurice. *“ I have’
no right, nor any wish, to keep you in suspense.
Are you aware that Adolphus, Duke of Guel-
dres, is dead 2"

¢« Good God !” exclaimed the young cavalier.
¢t They told me that he was quite well, and lead-
ing the forces of Ghent against Tournay. You.
heve, indeed, ended my suspense somewhat ab-
ruptly.”

«There is still. more to come,” said Albert
Maurice, with a sort of reckless harshness,
whi¢h was no part of his natural character; but
which probably arose from the apathetic cal-
lousness of despair. ¢ As you knew not that
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he was dead, you know not that this arm slew
him.”

““Ha!” cried the other, instinctively laying
his hand upon his side, as if to grasp the hilt of
his sword. ¢ You—you! Did you shed my
father’s blood! Then, take heed to yourself.
Call again for your jailers! Cast me back
into the dungeon; for otherwise your blood
must answer for that which you have spilt.”

¢ Such threats,” answered Albert Maurice,
‘¢ are worse than vain, to one who loves life too
little to care who takes it from him. Besides,
they are prompted by a mere dream of the ima~
gination, which I can dissolve in two or three
words. You had never seen the Duke of
Gueldres from your childhood; no sweet reci-
procations of domestic love had bound your
heart to his; you knew that he was vicious,
criminal, unfeeling.— Nay, frown not, Sir, but
hear me. —You know all this; and, yet, because
you believe him to have been your father, you
would slay any one that raised a hand against
him.”

Doubtless, there is inherent in human misery
r3
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a desire of seeing others wretched when we
are wretched ourselves; and the sort of painful
playing with the feelings of the young cavalier,
in which Albert Maurice indulged at a moment
when he himself was plunged in the gloomiest
despair, probably arose from some such cause.
His own griefs, however, were too great to
suffer his mind to dwell long upon any thing
without wedriness ; and he tired almost instantly
of the topic.

¢ Too much of this!” he added, in the same
abrupt tone. ¢ Be your feelings on those points
rational or not, no tie, human or divine, binds
you to love or to avenge Adolphus, the bad Duke
of Gueldres. Know, that at his instigation the
man, whose corpse you saw but now, kindled the
flames of Lindenmar, in which the-infant heir
of Hannut was supposed to have peﬁsﬁéd; and
farther know, that in the aet of death, the Duke
of Gueldres confessed to me; that he himself
carried away the infant, and reared him as his
son upon the death of his own child. You
will want other proofs to establish the facts —
there they.are, in writing; and prehably these
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papers which you saw me receive but now, may
throw some farther light upon the matter. We
have neither of us time to examine them more
particularly at present., Take them with you,
and claim your right of birth. Now follow me
to the armoury, for I hear your band passing
onward towards the Alost gate to wait your
coming. Are you strong enough to go?”

The young cavalier gazed for a moment in
his face, bewildered by all he heard ; but then
replied, “ I am ready! quite ready! For these
papers I owe you a thousand thanks ; but the
tidings you have given confound me, and I have
not words "

¢ No more, no more !” replied Albert Mau-
rice. ¢ Here is our way.” :

The young citizen now led his companion
forward to the armoury, which had been col-
lected in the town-house under his own care.
As they went, the liberated prisoner would fain
have asked a thousand questions explanatory of
the strange tidings he had just received; but
the answers of Albert Maurice were brief, and
. somewhat sharp, Referring him entirely to the
P 4 "
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papers that he had received, the young citizen
strode onward, and saw the Vert Gallant of
Hannut equip himself once more in a complete
suit of arms. There was a degree of joy in the
.countenance of the young heir of Hannut as he
did so,—a sort of new lighting up of that mili-
tary hope which was the great inspiration of
the day,— that called a melancholy smile even
to the lip of Albert Maurice; and he gazed
upon him, as with quick and dextrous hands he
clothed his powerful limbs in steel, as an old
man on the verge of the tomb might be supposed
to regard a youth setting out upon the flowery
path of life, full of all those bright hopes that
-had passed away from himself for ever.

‘When it was all done,—*¢ Your horse,” _said
the young citizen, ¢ stands below ; but yet one
moment. A pass must be written for yourself
.and the Archduke, Follow me once more.”

In the next chamber were implements for
writing ; and, with a rapid hand, Albert Mau-
rice traced the necessary order, destined to
remove all petty obstacles from the path of his
princely rival, signed his name below in a bold,



THE REVOLT OF GHENT« 821

free hand, and gave it to his companion with a
proud, but bitter smile,

¢ There,” he said; ¢ take it, and go forth !
and may God speed you on your errand. For-
give me if I have sported with your feelings
this night,—which may be I have done in'some
degree,—but there is a potent demon in my
heart just now, that strives hard to crush each
noble wish and kindly feeling, .ere they can
rise. Now, farewell!”
oo Farewell ! farewell 1 replied Hugh of
Hannut. ¢ I may, perhaps, want more inform-
ation than these papers contain. But we shall
meet again 1”

¢¢ Perhaps we may,” rephed Albert Maunce,

as the other turned, and descended the steps.
‘¢ Perhaps we may,” he repeated, as, after a
moment’s pause, he heard the trampling of
horse, announcing that the other had departed.
“ Perhaps we may, in the grave, or, rather, be-
yond it.

The young President then returned to the
chamber in which he had been sitting, and can-

tinued for about an hour engaged in writing.
PS5
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When he had concluded, he buried his eyes in
his  hands for a few moments, and remained
plunged in deep thought. Rousing himself,
he raised a lamp, and striding across the pas-
sages to the room where the corpse of Ganay
the droggist lay, he threw open the door, and
gazed upon the countenance of the dead man
for some time,

Without a word, he then walked back to
the chamber where he had been writing ; and
drawing forth the small silver box that had
been given him, poured the white powder that
it contained into one of the cups, added a little
wine from the tankard, and dramk off the
mixture. After which he cast himself in a
chair, and elosed his eyes.

For several minutes he remained in the same
position, without a muscle of his face being
moved; but at length he .opened his eyes,
looking somewhat fiercely round the chamber.

¢ This is too much!” he exclaimed aloud.
¢ It has no effect! and I lie here, expecting
death without a chance of his approach, while
the past haunts me; and there seem voices
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. crying up for judgment upon me, from yon
accursed square. But I will soon end alll”
- and starting up, he drew his dagger from the
sheath; but as he did so, something in the
word judgment appeared to seize upon his ima-
gination. * Judgment !” he said—‘ judgment !
Am I not flying to judgment?” and laying
down the dagger on the table, he paused,
gazing round with a degree of fearful bewilder-
ment in his eyes, which seemed to show -either
that his mind was shaken, or that some potent
destroyer was mastering the body. ¢ Judg-
ment !” he repeated. < Were it not better to
wait till I am summoned,— to strive to wipe
‘out the evil,~— and to bear the sorrows that
God has given as a punishment for all that I
have done, and left undone ? Judgment! judg- -
ment!” But, as he repeated that awful word,
his cheek grew deathly pale ; cold drops of per-
spiration stood upon his forehead ; his lips
became nearly livid ; and the rich curls of his
dark hair, as if relaxed by the overpowering
weakness that seemed coming over his whole
frame, fell wild and floating upon his brow.
P6
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At first, apparently unconscious of the change
that was taking place, he leaned his hand upon
the table to steady himself as he stood ; but the
moment after, two or three sharp shudders
passed over his whole frame ; and after reeling
painfully for an instant, he cast himself back into
the chair, exclaiming, in a tone full of despair,
indeed, It is too late! it is too late!”
and he threw himself to and fro in restless
agony. : :

¢ This is in vain !” he cried at length, open-
ing his eyes. ¢ This is weak, and empty, and
cowardly! I that have lived boldly can surely
die as I have lived ;" and once more resuming
the attitude in which he had placed himself at
first, he clasped his hand tight over his eyes as if
1o exclude a painful sense of the light, Inamo-
ment or two, the hand dropped; but his eyes
remained closed; and after a time, the ex-
hausted lamps, which had now been burning
many hours, went out, and all was darkness !
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CHAPTER XIII.

THE rumour which bhad given to the heart of
Mary of Burgundy the glad hope that Maxi-
milian of Austria was already within her ter-
ritories, had deceived her; and Hugh of
Hannut, on arriving  at Brussels, found that
his princely companion-in-arms was still far
from . that city. True to the promise he had
given, however, — though all his own feelings
would have conducted him at once to the forest
of Hannut, wherein he had led a life of such
adventure and interest, and to the mansion where
her he loved now dwelt, and in which his happiest
days had been passed, — he advanced directly
towards Cologne ; and not far on the hither side
of the Rhine, met the small party which ac-
companied the son of the Emperor. It were as
tedious as an old chronicle to tell the joy of
Maximilian at the coming of his friend, or to
detail all the efforts that were made by the
Duke of Cleves to deter or prevent the Arch-
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dnir ST JexsEne Xu cxeney towards Ghent.
The wraor mivwmatiom he had received, and
S rmed irer wich mow arcompanied him
= 1’5 war. Temdered 1 efSorts either to alarm
w mpedr Yoevam; and the rapid progress
madie 7x e Fremch arms had 30 convinced the
pomwe of Famcess that a simgle leader, whose
fxrzumes were Ssked for ever to that of the
Pomress of Baxrgcacy, was absolutely neces-
sxy © give virour and directiom to their
clires, Gk an attewepis to stir them up to
cppese tae asaxre with the Amstrian Prince
SENROCSE.

Oue cvemt, however, had happened in the
meantime, which cosspletely coaled throughout
Flamders that ardour for mmovation, and that
desire of demsocratic rule, which is ane of the
evils comsequent upom cvery struggle for in-
creased Liberty, whether just or unjust ~— the
wild spray which the waves of freedom cast
beyond their legitimate bound.

The moming after the return of Albert
Manrice to Ghent, some of his attendants,



THE REVOLT OF GHENT., v

finding the door of his bed-chamber open,
entered, and discovered that he had never been
in bed; and the alarm spreading, he was soon
after found, seated in the chair in which he
had been writ.iné, cold, stiff, and dead.

Of the letters which were cast upon the table
before him, one was addressed to the Princess,
and one to his uncle; and both distinctly
alluded to his intention of destroying himself.
Left suddenly without a leader, pressed by a
powerful enemy, and encumbered with the
management of a state, all the springs and
wheels of which they themselves had disar-
ranged, the people of Ghent began to ask
themselves what they had gained by pressing
exaction and discontent beyond the mere re-
covery of their rights and privileges. The sim-
plest amongst them saw that they had gained
nothing and lost much; and the more clear-
sighted discovered, that in carrying their efforts
beyond the straightforward object which they
had proposed at first, they had only made the
government of the state an object of conten-
tion to bold and ambitious party leaders, —
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a race of men who, for the purpose of success,
must always necessarily prolong that confusion
and anarchy, which is more baleful than the
worst of tyrannies; and who, when success is
obtained, must end in tyranny to uphold their
power,

The very day that the death of Albert
Maurice was discovered, - intelligence arrived
that the armies of France, marchmg on from
the side of Cassel, had burned some villages
within four leagues of Ghent ; and the Council
of the States, confused, terrified, and sur-
prised, without chief, without union, and with-
out resource, proceeded in a body to the palace ;
and resigning at the feet of the Princess the
authority they had usurped, demanded her
orders and directions, in the imminent peril to
which the state was exposed. It was then that
Mary of Burgundy made that famous answer,
which has been transmitted to us by ahnost
evéry historian who has mentioned her name ;
but it was in sorrow, not in anger, that she
spoke; and the tears were in her eyes, when —
after hearing the details of a ruined country, an
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invaded territory, the rich harvests of Flanders
-reaped by strange husbandmen while they
were green, her frontier fortresses taken, and
her troops proving false — she replied to the
subjects, whose turbulence and discontent had
fostered, if not caused all the evils they had re-
capitulated : —¢* You have banished my best
friends, and slain my wisest counsellors, and’
now what can I do to deliver you ?”

But misfortune had taught the people of
Ghent their own errors, and the excellence of
. her they had so basely outraged. The news that
the" Archduke of Austria, the long betrothed
husband and the favoured lover of Mary of
Burgundy, was advancing with rapid steps
towards Ghent, spread as much joy through
the city as if the tidings had been of some per-
sonal good fortune to each individual citizen,
The gates of Ghent were now no longer
guarded, except against the common enemy.
The Duke of Cleves quitted the city in haste;
and joy and satisfaction spread through all
ranks when the cavalcade which escorted the:
Archduke wound on towards the palace.- It
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was remarked, however, that nearly five hun-
dred of the horsemen that accompanied him —
and those, surpassing all the rest in military
array and demeanour — were all adorned with
a green scarf, while the banner that floated over
them bore the arms of Hannut— Argent, e
green tree proper ; and that the knight who led
this band of élite, thongh his beaver was now
up, and his face exposed, was clothed from
head to foot in the green armour of the
Vert Gallant of Hannut.

Little more requires to be said. It is well
known to every one, how gladly Mary of Bur-
gundy herself saw the arrival of Maximilian ;
and there is every reason to believe that the
old chronicler spoke the truth, when, in de-
scribing their first meeting, he said,— ¢ Si
parfaicte liesse fut oncques logée en cocur de
parfaict amant, elle fut trouvée ce jour en I'as-
semblement de ces deux jouvenceaux.”

Nor did the heart of Hugh de Hannut beat
less highly, when, standing beside his princely
friend, he, too, claimed his fair bride, Alice of .
Imbercourt. Still, the dead were to be mowrned,
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and many sorrows were to be forgotten; but
they were sorrows which drew the hearts of the
hvmg closer together.

A gleam of sunshine shone out at last upon
the days of the good old Lord of Hannut ; and
casting from him the studies which— fanciful or
real-—had soothed his griefs by occupying his
mind, he passed his latter years in rejoicing
over the recovery of so noble and so dear a
son.

On the nineteenth of August, 1477, Mary of
Burgundy gave her hand to Maximilian of
Austria; and the rich ferritories, which so
many princes had coveted, and for which France
had played so base and subtle a game, passed
away into another house. The years of that
fair princess herself were few; but when she
gazed smilihg upon her husband and her
ehildren, she was wont to thank God that she
had not looked into that fatal book,  which
might have given her an insight into her future
destiny ; and that in the happiness of the pre-
sent she eould see no ill to be anticipated for
the future.
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Alice of Imbercourt, soon after her marriage,
retired from the city to the dwelling of her
husband’s father ; and though her deep affection
for Mary of Burgundy still continued unabated,
she never more made the court her abode.

‘When, atlength, the fatal accident happened,
which caused the death of her fair foster-sister,
she flew eagerly to soothe her couch of sickness ;
but she never entertained, for a moment, those
hopes of her recovery, which all the others
around indulged for several days. She it was
who prepared the mind of the Archduke for the
death of her he loved. She closed her eyes, and
then returned to her own dwelling, and resumed
the duties of her station.

The people of the country declared that
Alice was not surprised by the event which had
occurred, being forewarned by the previous
knowledge of the future which she had ob-
tained; and the old writers assert, most seri-
ously, that the horoscope of Mary of Burgundy,
as it was drawn at her birth, was fulfilled to
the most minute particular. As no one, how-
ever, saw this horoscope but Alice of Imber-
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court, —at least, before the latter events of
- Mary's life took place, —and as Alice carefully
abstained from ever mentioning the subject, it
is more than probable that the love of the
marvellous, so prevalent in those days, adapted
the prediction to the facts long after they oc-
curred.

THE END.
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